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ADVERTISEMENT. 



At the distance of eight years from Lord 
Byron's death, in arranging his poetical works 
for this the first complete and uniform edition 
of them, it has been resolved, after much con- 
sideration, to follow, as closely as possible, the 
order of chronology. With a writer whose 
pieces do not prominently comiect themselves 
with the actual sequence of his private history, 
another course might have seemed more ad- 
visable; but, in the case of one whose com- 
positions reflect constantly the incidents of his 
own career, the developement of his sentiments, 
and the growth of his character — in the case 
of a Petrarch, a Bums, a Schiller, or a Byrouj 
— the advantages of the plan here adopted 
^pear unquestionable. 

The poetical works of Lord Byron, thus 
arranged, and illustrated &om his own diaries 
and letters — (to many of which, as yet in MS., 
the Editor has had access), — > and from the 
informatiott of His surviving friends, who have 
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VI ADVERTISEMENT. 

in general answered every enquiry with prompt 
kindness, — will now present the clearest pic- 
ture of the history of the man, as they must ever 
form the noblest monument of his genius. 

Besides the juvenile miscellany of 1807) en- 
tided " Hours of Idleness," and the satire of 
" English Bards and Scotch Reviewers," first 
published in 1809, the present volume em- 
braces a variety of Occasional Pieces, many of 
them now first printed, written between 1807 
and the summer of 1810. lU contents bring 
down, therefore, the poetical autobiography of 
liOrd Byron, &om the early days of Southwell 
and Harrow, to the time when he had seriously 
entered on the great work which fixed his place 
in the highest rank of English literature. 

Here the reader is enabled to take " the 
river of his life" at its sources, and trace it 
gradually from the boyish regions of passion- 
ately tender friendships, innocent half-&ncilul 
loves, and that vague melancholy which hangs 
over the first stirrings of ambition, until, widen- 
ing and strengthening as it flows, it begins to 
^peai discoloured with the bitter waters of 
ihwarted affection and outraged pride. No 
person, it is hoped, will hesitate to confess that 
new li^t is thrown on such of these pieces 
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as had been published previously, by the ar- 
rangement and annotation whicli they have at 
length received — any n[iore than that, among 
the minor poems now for the first time printed, 
there are several which claim a. higher place, 
as productions of Lord Byron's genius, than 
any of those with which, in justice to him and 
to his reader, they are thus interwoven. 

Composed entirely of verses written between 
the ages of fifteen and twenty-three, this volume, 
— even considered in a mere literary point of 
view, — must be allowed to stand alone in the 
history of Juvenile Poetry. But every page of 
it is in feet, when rightly understood, a chapter 
of the author's *' confessions;" and it is by 
contenqilating these feithful records of the 
progress of his mind and feelings, in conjunction 
with those already presented in Uie prose no- 
tices of his life, — which mutually illustrate and 
confirm each other throughout, — that the reader 
can alone prepare himself for entering with full 
advantage on the first canto of Childe Harold. 
London, June, 1632. 
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• lubd.ilaughterot WlUlim, Knirtb Lord Brion Igmt-gteat uncle of Uk 
FWel), becune, in 174S, the wifc of Henir, fcaMd Eul of C.rliile, ud wi> 
Uw mother of Uieflfth Eul, to whom tbli dBdiatloD »u iddreufd. Thii 
lidrwu ■ poeteu in bei wijr. The FiiirT> Aiuwn lo Un. GnvUle'i 
" fnjB <a IndHftrence," in Feuch-i CoUection, l< uiuaUy ucrlbed to bei. 
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PREFACE 

THE FIEST EDITION." 



Is submitting to the putdtc eye the following c^- 
lection, I hare not onljr to combat the difficultieathat 
writers of verse generally encounter, but may incut 
the chaige of presumption for obtruding myself on 
the worid, when, without doubt, I might be, at my 
age, mwe usefully employed. 

These prodactious are the fruits of the lighter hoivs 
i£ a young man who has lately completed his nine- 
teenth year. As they bear the internal evidence of a 
boyish mind, this isj perhaps, unnecessary infbrmatiwu 
Some few were written during the disadTsntages of 
illness and depression of spirits: under the former in- 
fluence, " Childish RxcoLLBCTioNs," in particular, 
were composed. This consideration, though it cannot 
excite the voice of praise, may at least arrest the arm 
of censure^ A considerable portion of these poems 
has been privately printed, at the request and Gx 
the perusal of my friends. I am sensible that the 
partial and frequently injudidous admiration of a 
•ocial cirde is not the criterion by which poetical 
genius is to be estimated, yet, " to do greatly," we 
must " dare greatly ;" and I have hazarded my re- 
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putation and feelings in publishing this volume. " I 
have passed the Rubicon," and must stand or fell by 
the " cast of the die." In the latter event, I shall 
submit without a murmur; for, thoi^h not without 
solidtude for the fate of these effusions, my expect- 
ations are by no means sanguine. It is probable that 
I may have dared much and done little ; for, in the 
words of Cowper, " it is one thing to write what may 
please our friends, who, because they are such, are 
apt to be a little biassed in our &vour, and another 
to write what may please every body; because they 
who have no connection, or even knowledge of the 
author, will be sure to find fault if they can." To 
the truth of tliis, however, I do not wholly subscribe : 
on the contrary, I feel convinced that these trifles' 
will not be treated with injustice. Their merit, if 
they possess any, will be liberally allowed: their' 
numerous faults, on the other hand, cannot expect 
that &vour which has been denied to others of ma- 
turer years, decided character, and ftr greater ability. 
I have not aimed at exclusive ori^nality, still less 
have I studied any particular model for imitation : 
some translations are given, of which many are para- 
phrastic. In the original pieces there may appear a 
casual coincidence with authors whose works I have 
been accustoined to read ; but I have not been guilty 
of intentional plagiarism. To produce any thing en- 
tirely new, in an age so fertile in rhyme, would be a 
Herculean task, as every subject has already been 
treated to its utmost extent. Poetry, however, is 
notmy primary vocation; to divert the dull moments 
of indi^wsition, or the ownotony of a vacant hour, 
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urged me " to this sin ;" little can be expected from 
so unpromieing a muse. My wreath, scanty as it 
raiist be, is all I Bhall derive fmn these productions ; 
and I shall never attempt to replace its fading leaveS) 
or pluck a single additional Bprig from groves where 
I am, at best, an intruder. Though accustomed, in 
mj younger days, to rove a careless mountaineer on 
the Highlands of Scotland, I have not, of late years, 
had the benefit of such pure air, or so elevated a re- 
sidence, as might enable me to enter the lists with 
genuine bards, who have enjoyed both these advan- 
tagei. But they derive considerable fame, and a 
few not less profit, from their productions ; while I 
shall expiate my rashness as an interloper, certainly 
without the latter, and in all probabiUty with a very 
riight share of the former, I leave to others " virAm 
vblitare per ora." I look to the few who will hear 
with patience " dulce est desipere in loco." To the 
former worthies I resign, without repining, the hope 
of immortality, and content myself with the not very 
magnificent prospect of ranking amongst " the mob 
of gentlemen who write ;" — my readers must deter- 
mine whether I dare say ■' with ease," or the honour 
of a postlramous page in " The Catali^ue of Royal 
and Noble Authors," — a work to which the Peerage 
is under infinite obUgations, inasmuch as many names 
of considerable length, sound, and antiquity, are 
thereby rescued from the obscurity which unluckily 
orershadows several voluminous productions of their 
illustrious bearers. 

With slight hopes, and some fears, I publish this 

first and last attempt. To the dictates of youi^; 

B 4 
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Ambition nucy be aiCTfted many actioni more crirat- 
nal and equally absurd. To a few of my own age 
tbe contents may afford amusement: I trust tliey 
will, at least, be found harmless. It is highly im- 
prdHtble, from my situation and pursuits hereafter, 
that I should ever obtrude myself a secoad time on 
die public ; nor ev«), in the very doubtful event of 
]present indulgence, shall I be tempted ta commit a 
fiituce trespacB of the same nature. The opinion of 
Dr. Johnson on the Poems of a noble relation of 
mine*, " That when a man of raafe appeared in the 
character of an autfaw, he deserved to have his merit 
handsomely allowedf ," can have little weight with 
rerbal, and still leas with periodical censors ; but 
w&re it otherwisei I should be loth to avail mself of 
the privilege, and would rather incur the bitterest 
censure of anonymous criticism, than triumph in 
honaurs granted sol^y to a title. 

• ITia Eul tt Oullale, whoH wtiki ine long rccdnd U» msod tt 
pulilic iiKlinuc, Id whlcb, b; their Intrinilc wralfa, tbej we» well mfiUol. 

t The p— ige rttani to b; Loid Byicn occun In Bowdl'i Ulb ef 
MuuoD, ml. I*. Vl 486. [Cn^a'i cdmoo, 1831.) Dr. Jotmun'i IHtar to 
Hn. CbftpDOd, crttld^ng, od the whole fATOunblj, the Gu-l'i Dngcdr ^ 
X Hk Fatha'i Reirage," li iDKited in tbe lune vrat, roL t. p. US. — E, 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS. 



ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY, COUSIN 
TO THE AUTHOB, AND VERY DEAR TO 

HIM. (i> 

Hdsh'd are the winds, and stSl the evenii^ gloom. 
Not e'en a zephyr wanders through the grove, 

Whilst I return, to view my Margaret's tombi 
And scatter flowers on the dust I love. 

Within this narrow cell reclines her claj. 

That clay, where once such animation beani'd; 

The King of Terrors seized her as his prey. 
Not worth, nor beauty, have her life redeem'd. 

Gb I could that King of Terrors pity feel. 

Or Heaven reverse the dread decrees of fiite! 

Not here the mourner would his grief reveal, 
Not here the muse her virtues would relate. 



(1) IlMHltko 

Mrilcr pslod thu 1) 

" _ " tg the iDdulgence 
to mpljag eiUKT uddltloa or iiltentlon. 
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10 HOURS OF IDLENESS. 

But wherefore weep? Her matchless spirit aoars 
Beyond where splendid shines the orb of day; 

And weeping angels lead her to those bowers 
Where endless pleasures virtue's deeds repay. 

And shall presumptuous mortals Heaven arraign, 
And, madly, godlike Providence accuse? 

Ah ! no, far fly from me attempts so vain ; — 
111 ne'er submission to my God refuse. 

Yet is remembrance of those virtues dear, 

Yet fresh the memory of that beauteous face; 

Stni they call forth my warm affection's tear, 
Still in my heart retain their wonted place. 

1S02. (') 
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TO E — -.(') 

Let Folly smile, to view the names 
Of thee and me in friendship tnined; 

Yet Virtue will have greater claims 
To love, than rank with vice combined. 

And thoi^h unequal is thy iate, 
Since title deck'd my higher birth ! 

Yet envy not this gaudy slate ; 

Thine is the pride of modest worth. 

Our souls at least congenial meet, 
Nor can thy lot my rank disgrace ; 

Our intercourse is not less sweet, 

Since worth of rank supplies the place. 

November, ISO 



Is thee, I fondly hop'd to clasp 

A iriend, whom death alone coidd sever; 

Till envy, with malignant grasp, 

Detach'd thee JVom my breast for ever. 

^1) Tlilt little poeiDf luid wme oth«n En tlic coIlHtloD, reftr to ■ boy of 
Lord Bjron'i ownsge. wnof oneaf hEa teomjitiat NBWiCad,Rn wJuttabe 
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TVue, she has fbrc'd thee from my breast, 
Yet, in my heart thou keep'at thy seat; 

There, there thine image still must rest. 
Until that heart shall cease to beat. 

And, irhen the grave restores her dead, 
When life again to dust is given. 

On thy dear breast 111 lay my head — 
Wi^out thee, where would be my heaven ? 
February, 1803. 



EPITAPH ON A FEIEND. (>) 

Ob, iViend I for ever loved, for ever dear I 

What fruitless tears have bathed thy honour'd bier !' 




" Vthtt tboQiffa thj lire Uumt hli lUUnf Qdc*'* 
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'What «^8 re-echo'd to thj parting breath. 
Whilst thou irast etru^ling ia the pangs of death [ 
Could tears retard the tyraDt in his course ; 
Could sighs avert his dart's relentless iorce ; 
Could youth and virtue daim a short dela^. 
Or beauty charm the spectre from his prey ; 




■ TooH of [lut ft»llng. — Hdou. 

a H the; Bm ^^uiEd Id the prliUa 



» Oh, Baji Ha mr IdtII, (n n« darl 
Vnut frulUc* Uki hm tMthed tliT iMBgn'd M«t I 

Whit iLehi IB-echoed to thj puUng breatli, 
WUIetluxiiriinnniggBnKln [taepupafdeiilli! 
Could tan retard the tyiut in hli muie ; 



"Oij tncnrtde'i bonour, uid tJi; ftiend'i tfeU 
Ttotig* Imc thf lot, tmcc « a caltagt iom. 
So tola aid tkuk ii m Ui imm; aiiint. 
To mtifar dmrer wu 1^ arllat kin 
TtoH aa Ihrfogi ataWI, famt, imd/riatii 
Foi thee alooe I Ured, or <riih-d to Un j 

HevtJjT<^eD nDV» I w^t ui equal doom, 
Content to Join thee In tiiT "I'f-e'aO ' 



Will yet sroAte me mouldering with th 

' Thliliretal(ii'd,irttbout one putlog ilgh. 

Together in one bad of aaith wall lie! 

Tofether mil our diut, and hope tta hwea." 
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Thou still hadet lived to bless my aching; sight, 
Thy comrade's hooour aod thy friend's delight. 
If yet thy gentle spirit hover nigh 
The spot where now thy mouldering ashes lie, 
Here wilt thou read, recorded on my heart, 
A grief too deep to trust the sculptor's art. 
No marble marks thy couch of lowly sleep. 
But living statues there are seen to weep; 
Affliction's semblance bends not o'er thy tomb. 
Affliction's self deplores thy youthful doom. 
What though thy sire lament his failing line, 
A father's sorrows cannot equal mine ! 
Though none, Uke thee, his dying hour will cheer, 
Yet other offspring soothe his anguish here: 
But, who with me shall hold thy-fonner place? 
Thine image, what new friendship can effitce ? 
Ah, none 1 — a father's tears will cease to flow, 
Time will assuage an infant brother's woe ; 
To all, save one, is consolation known. 
While solitary friendship sighs alone. 

1803. 



A FRAGMENT. 



When, to their airy hall, my fathers' voice 
Shall call my spirit, joyful in their choice ; 
When, pois'd upon the gale, my form shall ride, 
Or, dark in mist, descend the mountain's side ; 
Oh ! may my shade behold no sculptur'd urns 
To mark the spot where earth to earth returns I 
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No lengthen'd scroll) no praise-encutnber'd stone; 
My epitaph shall be my name a)one(i) : 
IftAat with honour foil to crown my clay, 
Oh I may no other fame my deeds repay I 
That, only that, shall single out the spot; 
By that remember'd, or with that foi^ot. 



ON LEAVING NEWSTEAD ABBEY, («) 

" Wb; Ant Ihau build the hall, ton of the winged di;* t Thou lookst 
from th; tflver to-d&y : yet ■ few jcmtt, Add the blut of the dcKit comc^ 
tt btnrli la thy empty courts*' — 0iU4A 

Through thy battlements, Kewstead, the hollow 

winds whistle ; 

Tliou, the hall of my &ther8, art gone to decay ; 

In thy once smiling garden, the hemlock imd thistle 

Have chok'd up the rose which late bloom'd in 

the way. 
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16 aOCKA OF lOLEMESa. 

Of the mail-coTer'd Bstimib, who proadly to battle 
Led their vassals from Europe to Palestine's 
pkin(i), 
The escutcheon and diieU, which with every blast 
ratde, 
Are the only sad vestiges now that remain. 

Na more doth old Robert, with harp-Btringing 
numbers, 
Raise a flame in the breast for the war-laurell'd 
wreath; 
Near Askalon's towers, John of HoriBtan(^) slumbers, 
Unnerv'd is the htrad of hts minstrel by death. 



tlul, br ■ "f^ S™°t- It "■■ •■''Ih'i i^U> *^t ^'^ ■d)i>l''>°S. to the otfael 
pooHiiiiiii or the Byron femllj. The (iiourile upon nhom thej wne 
conAried, WH thegruid-nephewof tJie gpllvit Hldier who fbughl bj the 
■Ide of BldiTinnd at Bormth, and ta dlMinfutilwd ftom Che ochix knlghte 
of tfaeume ChriiUin ume, in tie hmllT.by the title of" KrJoho Bjroa 
the Little, irMi the great beard." A portnlt of thli iwnonage mu one of 
Iba (tar euallr pictuni irith vhiidi tbe valb ct the abber, irhUe !■ Uu 



aie ottiumB tpvipt, coaMias ot tbrrm tuad^ itron^ly cured nd f 
lug ttvB the pue4, the centre flgim sridentlf repretenti a Sara 
How, with anEuropeiD female oooae ride ofhlm, and a Chrtitian 

on either aide li the head of a Saracen, Mth the tja fixed eamatl; 



(IJ " latbepatknf Hondejr^aaTi llhvataD, " there WBi a caitl^ araue 
of the niloa c« which an ret TiriUe, called HorlKan ChUc, whlcb wu the 
— ^itdeBurun^BinaaaoiB.- 
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Ruil and Hubert, too, sleep b the valley of CreBsy (>) ; 

For tie safety of Edward and England they fell : 
My &tbers I the team of your country redress ye ; 

How you fbu^t, how you died, still her annals 
can tell. 

On MBrston(3), with Rupert(*), 'gainst traitors con- 
tending. 
Four brothers enrich'd with their blood the bleak 
field; 
For the rights of a monarch their country defending. 
Till deatli their attachment to royalty seal'd.(^) 



|l)Two(ir Ihefiunilr M 
tkiB In Ihe ilege of Cidjili, unds Edwud IIL, iwd u 
Vila feu OS Ihe glortoui add of CtcHT. — £ 

(!) Hie battle of HantoDUoor.wboe Che idheiaiti of C 

(9) 8oaartlieElectaTpii1iiUne,iuidnepbeirb>CliuiBL I 
agmmudtd Ihe fleet Id theidgn ofOuilei IL 

(4) Sr Nkhc^ BfroD Bena) Kith dldloctkni in the Low Cc 
in the GreU RebdOoo, lie HI one of Ue ant to take up inn 



□f great affkUllrr and dexterity, H veil M TOattlal 
greM llita to (bo del igni of the well afltcted { and* 
me gentlemen of Notlb Walei, he t^ud 
racb a power of none ana lOiA, ai made frequent iklnnlihef widi the 
BDRuy, lometiinef wltb notable adnuitage, nerer with dgnst laL" 

In leiS, ar John B;ion wsi created Baion Byron of Sochdale in Che 
ooouty of LancaKer i and leldom hju a title been liealowed fbr such high 
and boncnUBUe lerrtcea u th«e Ijj whloh he daerred the 'gratitude of 
htirojal maater. Through ahnoit enrypageof the Kitory of the Ciiil 
Wan, we trace hli lume In connection with [he vaiying foitanei of Ihe 
kllig, and flod him faithnil, peTtererlng, and dlilnterqted to (be lait. 
" air Jcdin nnm," uyi Mia HuIchlnKn, " aftennrdi Lord Blnm.'and 
an hii hnthen, bfed up In aima, and vaUant men In thdr own penooa. 
ware all paaiautdy the Ung'i,- Wa And alio, Id the reply of Colo, 
nrd Hulchlnion, when governor of Vottin^^iaffl, to hit eowln-gennan Sir 
Ktehaid Bynm, a noble trlhute to Che dilTalmu additf at Ibe nee. 
VOL. VII, C 
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IS HOURS OF IDLSMESS. 

Shades of heroes, farewell I your descendant depart- 
ing 

From the seat of his ancestors, bids you adieu 1 
Abroad, or at home, your remembrance imparting 

New courage, hell think upon glory and you. 

lliough a tear dim his eye at this sad separatioD, 
Tis nature, not fear, that excites his regret ; 

Far distant he goes, with the same emulation. 
The Saae of his &thei« he ne'er can foi^et. 

That fame, and that memory, gtlll will he cherish; 

He TOWS that he ne'er will disgrace your renown : 
Like you will he live) or like you will he perish ; 

Whra decay'd, may he mingle his dust with your 
ownl 
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LINES WRITTEN IN « LETTERS OF AN ITA- 
LIAN NUN AND AN ENGLISH GENTLEMAN: 
BY J. J. ROUSSEAU : FOUNDED ON FACTS.' 

** Away, away, your flattering arts 
May now betray some simpler hearts ; 
And you will smile at their believing, 
And they dtaU weep at your deceiving-" 



iirgwu TO TUB rotiooiHS, ADDBzaun to mjh ■ 

Dear, simple girl, those flattering arts, 

From which thou'dst guard fi-ait female hearts. 

Exist but in imagination, — 

Mere phantoms of thine own creation ; 

For he who views that witching grace, 

That perfect form, that lovely face. 

With eyes admiring, oh I believe me. 

He never wishes to deceive thee : 

Once in thy polish'd mirror glance, 

Thou 'It there descry that elegance 

Which from our sex demands such praises. 

But envy in the other raises: 

Then he who tells thee of thy beauty. 

Believe me, only does his duty : 

Ah I fly not from the candid youth ; 

It is not flattery, — 'tis truth. 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS. 



ADRIAN'S ADDRESS TO HIS SOUL WHEN 
DYING. (I) 

[AHmuul TKgulM, bliDduU, 
B<xra, comwque, mrporii. 



Ah 1 gentle, fleeting, wav'ring sprite, 
iViend and associate of this clay ! 

To what unknown region borne, 
Wilt thou now wii^ thy distant flight? 
No more with wonted humour gay. 

But paUid, cheerless, and forlorn. 



TRANSLATION FROM CATULLUS. 



Equal to Jove that youth must be — 
Greater than Jove he aeema to me — 
Who, free from Jealousy's alarms, 
Securely views thy matchless charms. 
That cheek, which ever dimpling glows, 
TTiat mouth, from whence such music flows. 
To him, alike, are always known, 
Reserved for him, and him alone. 
Ah ! Lesbia I thoi^h 'tis death to tne, 
I cannot choose but look on thee ; 
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Bnt, at the sight, my senseB fly ; 

I needs must gaze, but, goziog, die ; 

Whilst trembling with a thousand fears, 

Parch'd to the throat my tongue adheres, 

My pvdse beats quiclc, my breath heaves short. 

My limbs deny their slight support. 

Cold dews my pallid &ce o'erspread. 

With deadly languor droops my head, 

My ears with tingling echoes ring. 

And liie itself is on Uie wing; 

My eyes retiise the cheering light, 

Their orbs are veiled in starless ni^t: 

Such pangs my nature sinks beneath, 

And feels a temporary death. 



Hk who sublime b epic numbers roll'd 
And he who struck the softer lyre of lore. 

By Death's(i) unequal hand alike coutroll'd, 
Ht comrades in Elysian regiiHis move ! 



IMITATION OF TIBULLUS. 
" Sulplda ad CertnlllDn,"— £A 4, 

Cruel CetintfausI does the M disease 

Which radcB my breast your fickle bosom please ? 

(1} TliatunaofDeutaliuldtabauiiJiiitiH(ui>qiu],unigUinini 
ddmlily olde Oan Tl' " •• 
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S2 HODBS 

Alas I I wish'd but to o'ercome the pain, 
Hiat I might live for love and you again : 
But now I Bcarcely shall beivail my &te : 
By death alone I can avoid your hate. 



TEAN8LATI0N FROM CATULLUS. 



Yx Cupida, droop each little head 
Nor kt your wings with joy be spread, 
My Lesbia'a &vourite bird is dead. 

Whom dearer than her eyes she loVd ; 
For he was gentle, and so true, 
Obedient to her call he flew, 
No fear, no wild alarm he knew, 

But lightly o'er her bosom mov'd: 

And BotUy fluttering here and (here, 
He never sought to deave the air, 
But chirupp'd oft, and, free from care. 

Tuned to her ear his grateful strain. 
Now having passed the gloomy bourne 
From whence he never can return, 
His death and Lesbia's grief I mourn. 

Who sighs, alas 1 but sighs in vain. 

Oh I curst be thou, devouring grave I 
Whose jaws eternal victims crave, 
From whom no eanJiIy power can save, 
For thou hast ta'en the bird away : 
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FVom thee 1117 Legbia's ejei o'erflow, 
Her swolleo cheeki with weeping glow ; 
Thou art the cause of all her woe, 
Receptacle of lift's decay. 



IMITATED FROM CATULLUS. 

Oh I might I kiss those eyes of fire, 
A tniUion scarce would quench desire : 
Still would I steep my lips in bliss. 
And dwell an age on every kiss : 
Nor then my soul should sated be ; 
S^ would I kiss and cling to thee ; 
Nought should my kiss from thine disserer ; 
Still would we kin, and kiss for ever ; 
E'en though the numbers did exceed 
The yellow harvest's countless seed- 
To part would be a vain endeavour : 
Could I desist ? — ah I never — never. 



TRANSLATION PROM HORACE. 
(JiHtimi et teuinB pvpoiltl Ttnini, at] 

The man of firm and n<^le soul 
No factious clamours can control ; 
No Ihreat'ning tyrant's darklbg brow 
Can swerve him from his just intent : 
c 1 
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Gales the waning waves which plou^ 

67 Auster on the billows spent. 
To curb the Adriatic main, 
Would awe his fix'd detennin'd mind in vain. 

Ay, and the red right arm of Jove, 
Hurtling his lightnings from above, 
With all his terrors there unfurl'd. 

He would, unmov'd, unaw'd behold. 
The flames t^an expiring world, 

Again in crashing chaos roll'd, 
In vast promiscuous ruin hurl'd, 
SK^t light his glorious funeral pile ; 
Still dauntless 'midst the wreck of earth he'd smile. 



FROM ANACREON. 
[6(A» kryfir Arpfitai, K. r. A.] 

I WISH to tune my quivering lyre 
To deeds of &me and notes of fire ; 
To echo, from its rising swell, 
How heroes fought and nations fell. 
When Atreus' sons advanced to war. 
Or Tjnian Cadmus roved a&r ; 
But still, to martial strains unknown, 
My lyre recurs to love alone. 
Vhc'd with the hope of future tame, 
I seek some ngbler hero's name ; 
The dying chords are strung anew. 
To war, to war, my harp is due : 
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With glowing strings, the epic strain 
To Jove's great son I ruse again ; 
Alcides and his glorious deeds, 
Beneath whose arm the Hydra bleeds ; 
AH, an in vain ; my wayward lyre 
Wakes silver notes of soft desire. 
Adieu, ye chie& renown'd in armg I 
Adieu the clang of war's alarms I 
To other deeds my soul is strung, 
And sweeter notes shall now be sung; 
My harp shall all its powers reveal. 
To tell the tale my heart must feel ; 
Love, Love alone, my lyre shall claim. 
In songs of bliss and sighs of flame. 



FROM ANACREON. 
[Wtaomnuat mC iipaii, k. t. A.] 

TwAS DOW the hour when Night had driven 

Her car half round yon sable heaven; 

Bootes, only, geem'd to roll 

His arctic charge around the pole ; 

While mortals, lost in gentle. sleep, 

Forgot to smile, or ceased to weep : 

At this lone hour, the Faphian boy, ' 

Descending from the realms of joy. 

Quick to my gate directs his course, 

And knocks with all his little force. 

My visions fled, alarm'd I rose, — 

" What stranger breaks my blest repose ?" , 
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" Alas I" replies the wily child 

In filtering accounts sweetlj mild, 

" A hapless infint here I roam, 

Far &om my dear maternal home. 

Oh I shield me from the wintry blast 1 

The nightly storm is pouring fasL 

No prowling robber lingers here. 

A wandering baby who can fear ?" 

I heard hU seeming artless tale, 

I heard his sighs upon the gale : 

My breast was never pity's foe, 

But felt for all the baby's woe. 

I drew the bar, and by the light 

Young Love, the infint, met my sight ; 

His bow across his shoulders flung, 

And thence his fatal quiver hung 

(Ah I little did I think the dart 

Would rankle soon within my heart). 

With care I tend my weary guest, 

His little fingers chill my breast ; 

His glossy curb, his azure wing. 

Which droop with nightly showers, I wring; 

His shivering limbs the embers warm ; 

And now reviving from the storm, 

^icarce had he felt bis wonted glow. 

Than swift he seized his slender bow : — 

" I &in would know, my gentle host," 

He cried, " if this its strength has lost ; 

I fear, relax'd with midnight dews. 

The Btriogs their former aid refuse." 

With poison tipt, his arrow flies, 

Deep in my tortured heart it lies ; 
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Then loud the joyous urchin laugh'd : — 
" My bow can still impel the shaft : 
Tis firmly fix'd, thy sighs reveal it; 
Say, courteous host, canst thou not feel it?" 



[HifSivi' S warn p^iux-, c T. A.] 

Great Jove, to whose almighty throne 
Both gods and mortals homage pay. 

Ne'er may my aouJ thy power disown, 
Thy dread behests ne'er disobey. 

Oft shall the sacred victim fall 

In seagirt Ocean's mossy hall ; 

My voice shall raise no impious strain 
'Gainst him who rules the sky and azure main. 

How different now thy joyleBs ftte, 

Since first Henone thy bride, 
When pladed aloft in godlike state. 
The blushing beauty by thy side. 
Thou sat'st, while reverend Ocean smiled, 
And mirthful strains the hours beguiled, 
The Nymphs and Tritons danced around. 
Not yet thy doom was fix'd, nor Jove relentless 
frown'd. (') 

HiTTDw, Dec 1. 1804. 
(t) LordBrnn biontof hlj^ulef inyi^ "Hy flnt Hutqv venv [thvC 

Jichjlui,w«ereMlTBil bjDr, Dnirj, mj (nDd piDoa (our bend miMn) 
bateDoUT. No one ludiUtliit time, (be Innnotloa that I ibould lulled* 
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Since now the hour is come at last, 

When you must quit your anxious lover ; 

Since now our dream of bliss is past, 
One pang, my girl, and all is over. 

Alas I that pang will be severe, 

Which bids us part to meet no more ; 

Which tears me ftir from one so dear. 
Departing for a distant shore. 

Well I we have pass'd some happy hours, 
And joy will mingle with our tears ; 

When thinking on these ancient towers. 
The shelter of our infant years ; 

Where from this Gothic casement's hei^t, 
We view'd the lake, the park, the dell, 

And still, though tears obstruct our sight. 
We lingering look a last &reweU, 

O'er fields through which we used to run, ■ 

And spend the hours in childish play ; 
O'er shades where, when our race was done, 
' Reposing on my breast you lay ; 

Whilst I, admiring, too remiss, 
Foi^t to scare the hovering flies. 

Yet envied every fly the kiss 
It dared to give your slumbering eyes : 
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See still the tittle painted bark, 
In which I row'd yoa o'er the lake ; 

See there, high waving o'er the park, 
The elm I clamber'd for jrour sake. 

These times are past — our joys are gone, 
You leave me, leave this happy vale ; 

These scenes I must retrace alone ; 
Without thee what will they avail ? 

Who can conceive, who has not proved, 
The anguish of a last embrace ? 

When, torn from all you fondly loved, 
You bid a long adieu to peace. 

This is the deepest of our woes. 

For thb these tears our dieeks bedew ; 

llug is of love the final close. 
Oh, God I the fondest, last adieu I 



Whene'er I view those lips of thine. 
Their hue inntes my fervent kiss ; 

Yet, I for^o that bUss divine, 
Alas 1 it were unhallow'd bliss. 

, Whene'er I dream of that pure breast, 
How could I dwell upon its snows I . 
Yet is the daring wish represt, 
For that, — would banish its repose. 
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A glance froni thy goul-searching eye 
Can raise with hope, depress with fear ; 

Yet I conceal my love, — and why ? 
I would not fi>rce a painful tear. 

I ne'er have told my tore, yet thou 
Hast seen my ardent flame too well ; 

And shall I plead my passion now, 
To make thy bosom's heaven a hell ? 

No 1 for thou never canst be mine. 
United by the priest's decree s 

By any ties but those divine. 

Mine, my beloved, thou ne'er shalt be. 

Then let the secret fire consume. 
Let it consume, thou shalt not know : 

With joy I court a certain doom, 
Rather than spread its guilty glow. 

I will not ease my tortured heart, ' 

By driving dove-eyed peace from thine ; 

Rather than such a sting impart, 
Each thou^t presumptuous I resign. 

Yes 1 yield those lips, for which I 'd brave 
More than I here shall dare to tell ; 

Thy innocence and mine to save,— 
I bid thee now a last &rewell. 

Yes 1 yield that breast, to seek despair, 
And hope no more thy sq^ embrace ; 
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Which bi obtain mj Boul would darci 
All, sll reproach, but thy disgrace. 

At least from guilt shalt thou be tree. 
No matroD shall thy shame reprove ; 

Though cureless pangs may prey oa me, 
No martyr shall thou be to love. 



TO CAROLINE. 



Think'st thou I saw thy beauteous eyes, 
Suffused in tears, implore to stay ; 

And heard unmoved thy plenteous sighs, 
Which said &r more than words caa say ? 

Though keen the grief thy tears exprest, 
When love and hope lay both o'erthrowu ; 

Yet still, my girl, this bleeding breast 
Tlirobb'd with deep sorrow as thine own. 

Bat when our cheeks with anguish glow'd, 
When thy sweet lips were jom'd to mine, 

The tears that &oni my eyelids fiow'd 
Were lost in those which fell from thine. 

Thou could'st not feel my burning cheek, 

, Thy gushing tears had quench'd its flame, 
And as thy tongue essay'd to speak, 
In signs alone it brealh'd my name. 
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And yet, my girl, we weep in vain. 
In vain our fate in sighs deplore ; 

Remembrance only can remain, — 
But that will make us weep the more. 

Again, thou best beloved, adieu I 
Ah I if thou canst, o'ercome regret^ 

Nor let thy mind past joys review, — 
Our only hope is to forget I 



TO CAROLINE. 



When I hear you express an affection so warm. 
Ne'er think, my beloved, that I do not believe; 

,For your Up would the soul of suspicion disarm, 
And your eye beams a ray whidi can never de- 
ceive. 

Yet, still, this fond bosom regrets, while adoring, 
That love, like the leaf, must tall into the sear ; 

That age will come on, when remembrance, deploring. 
Contemplates the scenes of her youth with a 
tear; 

lliat the time must arrive, when, no longer retaining 
Their auburn, those locks must wave thin to the 
breeze, 

When a few silver hairs of those tresses remaining^ 
Prove nature a prey to decay and disease. 
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TiB this, my beloved, wliich spreads gloom o'er my 
featives, 

Though I ne'er shall presume to arrugn the decree 
Which God has proclaim'd as the &te of his creatures. 

Id the death which one day will deprive you of me. 

Mistake not, sweet sceptic, the cause of emotion, 
No doubt can the mind of your lover invade ; 

He worships each look with such fiuthfid devotion, 
A smite can enchant, or a tear can dissuade. 

But as death, my beloved, soon or late shall o'ertake 

And our breasts, which alive with such sympathy 
glow, 
Win sleep in the grave till the blast shall awake us, 
When calling the dead, in earth's bosom laid bw, — 

Oh I then let us drain, while we may', draughts of 
pleasure, 
Which from passion like ours may unceasingly 
flow; 
Let us pass round the cup of love's bliss in full 
measure, 
And quaff the contents as our nectar below. 

iao5. 



TO CAROLINE. 



Oh I when shall the grave hide for ever my sorrow ? 
Oh I when shall my soul wing her flight from this 
clay? 
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The present is heU, and the coming to-morrow 
But bnngs, with new torture, the curse of to-day. 

From my eye flows no tear, from my lips flow no 
curses, 

I blast not the fiends who have hurled me from bUss ; 
For poor is the soul which bewailing rehearses 

Its querulous grief, when in anguidi like this. 

Was my eye, 'stead of tears, with red tury flakes 
brigbt'ning. 
Would my lips breathe a flame which no stream 
could assuage, 
On our foes should my glance lanch in vengeance 
its lightning. 
With transport my tongue give a loose to 'M rage. 

But now tearB and curses, alike unavailing. 

Would add to the souls of our t}rrant8 delight ; 
Could they view us our sad separation bewailing, 
. Hieir merciless hearts would rejoice at the sight. 

Yet still, though we bend with a feign'd resignati<m. 
Life beams not for us with (me ray that can cheer ; 

Love and hope upon earth bring no more consolation, 
Jn the grave is our hope, for in life is our fear. 

OhI when, myadored,in the tomb will theyplaceme. 
Since, in life, love and friendship for ever are fled? 

If again in the mansion of death I embrace thee. 
Perhaps they will leave unmolested the dead. 
1S05. 
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STANZAS TO A LADY, 
wilB TUX lOBUs or cawuEni. (I) 

Tbis votive pledge of fond esteem, 

Perh^s, dear girl I for me thou It prize ; 

It sings of Love's enchanting dream, 
A theme we never can despise. 

Who blames it but the envious fool. 
The old and disappointed maid ; 

Or pupil of the prudish school, 
In single Borrow doom'd to fade ? 

Then read, dear girl I with feeling read. 
For thou wilt ne'er be one of those ; 

To thee in v^ I shall not plead 
In pity for the poet's woes. 

He was in sooth a genuine bard ; 

His was no faint, fictitious flame : 
Like his, may love be thy reward, 

But Hot thy hapless &te the Bame.(^) 

0) Lotd Strsngford^ tmulatlotu of Cuwaii'i AmitoTT Foemi ue 
mcnd«i«d b; Uc. Moore u luiing been U tliis peilod ■ liiourite Rudjr of 
Lord Bttco. ^ E. 

(fl) "nit Imtler rears of CunwBi pment a moumnil picture, not merely 

UteruT Amc to riyal the pioudeit effbriA of llaij ttadir, mnd nbo Kemed 
botn to reviTc the reraembrAnce of nDcicnt gentility and Luaijm heroLm, 
wu compeUcd to wander through the etreetj, a wretched dependant on 
caBul coDCrtttutknL One IHend alone remaned to noootJi his downward 
D 2 
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THE FIRST KISS OF LOVE. 

'A BojiSiror It x'!^' 

'Eparro i>mnyr 4x^t- Ahxcbiom. 

Away with your fictions of flimsy romance ; 

Those issues of falsehood which folly has wove I 
Give me the mild beam of the soul-breathing glance. 

Or the rapturewhich dwells on the first kiss of love. 

Ye rhymers, whose bosoms with phantasy glow, 
Whose pastoral passions are made for the grove ; 

From what blest inspiration your sonnets would flow, 
Could you ever have tasted the first kiss of love 1 

If Apollo shoidd e'er his assistance refuse, 

Or the Nine be disposed from your service to rove. 

Invoke them no more, bid adieu to the muse. 
And try the effect of the first kisB of love. 

I hate you, ye cold compositions of art : 

lliough prudes may condemn me, and bigots re- 
prove, 

I court the efiusions that spring from the heart. 
Which throbs with delight to the first kiss of love. 
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Your shepherds, your flocks, tliose &t)tastical themes, 
Perh^ may amuse, jet they never can move : 

Arcadia displays but a region of dreams ; 

What are visions like these to the first kiss of love P 

Oh I cease to affirm that man, since his birth. 
From Adam dll now, has with wretchedness strove ; 

Some portion of paradise still is on earth, 
And Eden revives in the first Idas of love. 

When age chills the blood, when our pleasures are 
past.— 

For years fleet away with the wings of the dove ■ — 
The dearest remembrance will slill be the last,. 

Our sweetest memorial the first kiss of love. 



ON A CHANGE OF MASTERS AT A GREAT 
PUBLIC SCHOOL. 0) 

Where are thoSe honours, Ida I once your own. 
When Probus (^) fill'd your magisterial throne ? 
As ancient Rome, &st falling to disgrace, 
Hall'd a barbarian in her Ctesar's place, 
So you, degenerate, share as hard a fate. 
And seat Pomposus where your Probus sate. 



j) Dr. Dniry, whom I plagued aiiffidcnlly, »u the bot, the Undett 
d ya itrlct, tosj bisid I em budi iM I Itwk upon bim itiU u i 
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Of narrow brain, jet of a narrower soul, 
PomposuB (>) holds you in his harsh control ; 
PomposuB, by no social virtue Bway 'd, 
With florid jargon, and with vain parade ; 
With noisy nonsense, and new-fangled rules. 
Such as were ne'er before enforced in schools. 
Mistaldng pedantry for learning's laws, 
He governs, sanction'd but by self-applause. 
With hint the same dire fate attending Rome, 
Ill-fated Ida I soon must stamp your doom ; 
Like her o'erthrown, for ever lost to &me. 
No trace of science left yon, but the name. 

July, 1805. 



TO THE DUKE OF DORSET. (') 
Dorset I whose early steps with mine have stray'd, 
Exploring every path of Ida's glade ; 
Whom still affection taught me to defend, 
And made me less a tyrant than a friend. 
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Though the harsh custom of our youthful band 
Bade thee obey, and gave me to command (>) ; 
Thee, on whose head a few short yeara will shower 
The gift of riches and the pride of power ; 
E'ea now a name illustrious is thine own, 
Benown'd in rank, not far beneath the throne. 
Yet, Dorset, let not this seduce thy soul 
To shun fair science, or evade control, 
Though passive tutors (2), fearfiil to dispraise 
TTie titled child, whose future breath may raise. 
View ducal errors with indulgent eyes. 
And wink at faults they tremble to chastise. 

When youthful parasites, who bend the knee 
To wealth, their golden idol, not to thee, — 
And even in simple boyhood's opening dawn 
Some slaves are found to flatter and to iawn, — 
When these declare, " that pomp alone should wut 
On one by birth predestined to be great ; 
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ITiat books were only meant for drudging fools, 
That gallant spirits scorn the common rules ;" 
Believe them not; — they point the path to shame, 
Ajid seek to blast the honours of thy name. 
Turn to the few in Ida's early throng, 
Whose sonis disdain not to condemn the wrot^ ; 
Or if, amidst the comrades of thy youth, 
None dare to raise the sterner voice of truth. 
Ask thine own heart ; 'twill bid thee, boy, forbear ; 
For weii 1 know that virtue lingers there. 

Yes i I have mark'd thee many a passing day. 
But now new scenes invite me far away; 
Yes I I have mark'd within that generous mmd 
A soul, if well matured, to bless mankind. 
Ah I though myself, by nature haughty, wild. 
Whom Indiscretion hail'd her favourite child ; 
Though every error stamps me for her own. 
And dooms my fall, I fain would fall alone ; 
Though my proud heart no precept now can tame, 
I love the virtues which I cannot claim. 

'Tis not enough, with other sons of power, 
To gleam the lambent meteor of an hour ; 
To swell some peerage page in feeble pride. 
With long-drawn names that grace no page beside ; 
Then share with titled crowds the common lot — 
In life just gazed at, in the grave forgot ; 
While nought divides thee from the vulgar dead. 
Except the dull cold stone that hides thy head, 
The mouldering 'scutcheon, or the herald's roU, 
That well-emblazon'd but neglected scroll, 
Where lords, unhonour'd, in the tomb may find 
One spot, to leave a wordiless name behind. 
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There sleep, unnoticed as the gioomy vaults 

That veil their dust, their follies, and their faults, 

A race, with old armorial lists o'erspread. 

In records destined never to be read. 

Fain would I view thee, with prophetic eyes. 

Exalted more among the good and wise, 

A glorioiy and a long career pursue, 

As first in rank, the first in talent too : 

Spurn every vice, each little meanness shun ; 

Not Fortune's minion, but her noblest son. 

Turn to the annals of a former day ; 
Bright are the deeds thine earlier sires display. 
One, though a courtier, Uved a man of worth, 
And call'd, proud boast! the British drama farth.(') 
Another view, not less renown'd for wit ; 
Alike for courts, and camps, or senates fit ; 
Bold in the field, and &vour'd by the Nine ; 
In every splendid part ordain'd to shine ; 
Far, &x ^stinguish'd from the glittering throng, 
The pride of princes, and the boast of song. {^} 
Such were thy fathers ; thus preserve their name ; 
Not heir to titles only, but to &me. 
TTie hour draws nigh, a few brief days will close, 
To me, this Uttle scene of joys and woes ; 

(I) " TbaaoM SKkrUle, lord Biicttum, .tbIhI E«1 of DonM by 



it Donet, eRcemed the axiit ucompliibed 
lAidgulthed In Uk Tf^uptuoua court of 
: al WUlUm lit He befaand with gnat 
Ui< Dutch in 166^ ; en Ui> d>; pmbHu to 
edKng, 'TDiUTWiLuilaiuwatLuid.- 
Id the highat cxdoun by Dc; den. Pope, 
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Each knell of Time nov wama me to resign 
Shades where Hope, Peace, and Friendship all were 

mine: 
Hope, that could vary like the rwnbow's hue, 
And gild their pinions as the moments flew; 
Peace, that reflection never frown'd away, 
By dreams of ill to cloud some future day ; 
Friendship, whose truth let childhood only tdl ; 
Alas I they love not loi^, who love so welL 
To these adieu 1 nor let me linger o'er 
Scenes hwl'd, as exiles hail their native shore, 
Beceding slowly through the dark-blue deep, 
Beheld by eyes that mourn, yet cannot weep. 

Dorset, &rewell 1 I will not ask one part 
Of sad remembrance in bo young a heart ; 
The commg morrow from thy youthfid mind 
Will sweep my name, nor leave a trace behind. 
And yet, perhaps, in some maturer year, 
Since chance has thrown us in the Belf-same 

sphere, 
Since the same senate, nay, the same debate. 
May one day claim our sufirage for the state, 
We hence may meet, and pass each other by 
With &int regard, or cold and distant eye. 
For me, in future, neither friend nor foe, 
A stranger to thyself, thy weal or woe, 
With thee no more again I hope to trace 
The recollection of our early race ; 
No more, as once, in social hours rejoice. 
Or hear, unless in crowds, thy welUknown voice. 
Still, if the wishes of a heart untaught 
To veil those feelings which perchance it ought, 
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If these, — but let me cease the lengthen'd strdn,— 
Oh I if these wishes are not breathed in VMn, 
The guardian seraph who directs thy fate 
Will leave thee glorious, as he found thee great.(') 



FRAGMENT. 



Hills of Annesley,' bleak and barren. 
Where my thoughtless childhood stray'd. 

How the northern tempests, warring, 
Howl above thy tufted shade I 

Now no more, the hours beguiling, 
Former fevourite haunts I see ; 

Now no more my Mary smiling 
Makes ye seem a heaven to me.(^) 



(1) Ih««i Jnit beeii,or rather ought to b<i nay nmdi ihfuiaHir** 
deilh or the Date at DdihL We were it Khool together, and there I 
wu pauhHiiitclT «ttMh«l to him. Since, wB h»Te win met, but once, I 
think, ilDce 1805— and It would be s paltry sSbctMlon Id pietcnd that 
1 had any feeliug ibr him worth the name. But there wai a time ia mf 

Mt, Mid ought to haTe Wt now, but could not, Kt me pondering, and 
llDillT into the train of thought which jou tiiTe in your handi.— 
ajTon'i Leton, ISia—ClheTenei teftrred to were thofe melancholy onet, 
iMSliuiliig^ 
'■ Tbeni not a loy the woild can gire. Me thae it taiea awaj." — R) 
(S) nedrcumitanceawhlchlentHpecuUaranintcKattolArdBjrioa'g 
Introduction to the hmily of Chiwortb are lulScieDIly eipluned in the 
" NoUcet of hi! Ufc," yoL L p. 8*. " The young lady hemelf own. 
Mned," uyi the writer, " vith the miiny worldly adiantagei that en. 
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GRANTA. A Mranr. 
"'AfTfttftaa Kiyxauti iiAxao K^ rirru Kpar^ffui;" 

Oh 1 could Le Sage's(i) demon's gift 

Be realized at my desire. 
This night my trembling form he'd lift 

To place it on St. Mary's spire. 

Then would, unrooTd, old Granta's halls 

Pedantic inmates full display ; 
Fellows who dream on lawn or stalls, 

The price of venal Totes to pay. 

Then would I view each rival wight, 

Petty and Palmerston survey; 
Who canvass there with all their might, 

Agamst the next elective day.(») 



drew lier, much penoiul hennlj, ■ 
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Lo I candidates and voters lie(') 

All lull'd in sleep, a goodly number : 

A race renown'd for piety. 
Whose conscience von't disturb their slumber. 

Lord H Q), indeed, may not demm*; 

Fellows are sage reflecting men : 
They know prefenuent can occur 

But very seldom, — now and then. 

They know the Chancellor has got 

Some pretty livings in disposal : 
Each hopes that one may be his lot, 

And therefore emiles on his proposal. 

Now from the soporific scene 

m turn mine eye, as night grows later, 

To view, unheeded and unseen. 
The studious sons of Alma Mater. 

There, in apartments email and damp, 

The candidate for college prizes 
Sits poring by the midnight lamp; 

Goes late to bed, yet early rises. 

Lrard PAlMOAtou were CADdhlaCa to repicKJit the UidToiLtjDf Cunbridge 
In pHilament— E. 
(1) nelauith imd Bftb ituiiu nn. In Ui« pilnU Tolume, thin : —. 
" One on hli power and |iUce d< 
Tbe oCbei on — tb« Lord ki 
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He Hurely well deserveE to gain them, 
With all the honours of his college, 

Who, striving hardly to obtain them, 
Thus seeks unprofitable knowledge : 

Who sacrifices hours of rest 
To scan precisely metres attic ; 

Or agitates his anxious breast 
In solving problems mathematic : 

Who reads &lse quantities in Seale(i), 
Or puzzles o'er the deep triangle ; 

Deprived of many a. wholesome meal ; 
In barbarous Latin (i*) doom'd to wrangle: 

Renouncing every pleasing page 

From authors of historic use; 
Preferring to the letter'd sage, 

The square of the hypothenuse, (*) 

Still, hannlesB are these occupations, 
lliat hurt none but the hapless student, 

Compared with other recreations, 

Which bring together the imprudent j 

(!) SaJe^ pubUation oo Grvrk Meiia lUiplayB coniidenhle titlen 



J) Ma or ■ ilght.u«M til. 
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Whose daring revels shock the sight, 

When vice and in&my combine. 
When drunkenness and dice invite, 

As every sense is steep'd in wine- 
Not BO the methodistic crew, 

Who plans of reformation lay : 
In humble attitude they sue. 

And for the dns of others pray : 

Foi^tting that their pride of spirit, 

Their exultation in their trial. 
Detracts most largely irom the merit 

Of all their boasted self-denial. 

Ta mom : — from these I turn my sight. 

What scene is this which meets the eye P 
A numerous crowd, array'd in white('), 

Across the green in numbers fly. 

Loud rings in air the chapel bell ; 

'Tis hush'd: — what sounds are these I hear? 
TTie organ's soft celestial swell 

Rolls deeply on the Ust'ning ear. 

To this is join'd the sacred song. 
The royal minstrel's hallow'd strain ; 

Though he who hears the music long 
Will never wish to hear again. 

(1) On ( tuinCi day, the (tudentt weu lurplicea in cfanpeL 
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Our choir would scarcely be excused, 
Even as a band of raw beginnerB ; 

All mercy now must be refused 
To such a set of croaking sinners. 

If David, when his toils were ended, 

Had heard these blockheads sing before him. 

To us his psalms had ne'er descended, — 
In furious mood he would have tore 'em. 

The luckless Israelites, when taken 

By some inhuman tyrant's order. 
Were ask'd to sing, by joy forsaken. 

On Babylonian river's border. 

Oh I had they sung in notes like these, 

Inpired by stratagem or fear. 
They might hare set their hearts at ease, 

liie devil a soul had stay'd to hear. 

But if I scribble longer now, 
The deuce a soul will stay to read : 

My pen is blunt, my ink is low; 
'Tis ahnost time to stop, indeed. 

Therefore, &rewell, old Granta'a spires I 

No more, like Cleofas, I fly ; 
No more thy theme my muse inspires: 

The reader's tired, and so am I. 
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Ye scenes of my childhood, whoEe loved recollection 
Embitters the present, compared with the past ; 

Where science firstdawn'd on the powers of reflection, 
Andtriendshipswere form'd, too romantic to last('); 

Where tancy yet joys to retrace the resemblance 
Of comrades, in friendship and mischief allied; 

How welcome to me yom- ne'er fading remembrance, 
Which rests in the bosom, though hope is denied ! 

Again I revisit the hills where we sported, 

'Die streams where we swam, and the fields where 
we fought (2); 

The school where, loud warn'd by the bell, we resorted. 
To pore o'er the precepts by pedagogues taught. 

Again I behold where for hours I have ponder'd, 
As reclining, at eve, on yon tombstone (^) I lay ; 

Or round the steep brow of the churchyard I wander'd, 
To catch the last gleam of the sun's setting, ray. 
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lonce more view theroom, with Spectators eurraimded, 
Where, aaZangaC), I trod on Alonzo o'erthrown ; 

While, to swell my young pride, such applauses re- 
sounded, 
I &ncied that Mossop (2) himself was outshone : 

Or, as Lear, I pour'd forth the deep imprecation. 
By my daughters, of kingdom and reason deprived ; 

Till, fired by loud plaudits (^) and self-adulation, 
I regarded myself as a Garrick revived. 

Ye dreams of my boyhood, how much I r^et you I 
Unladed your memory dwells in my breast ; 

Though sad and deserted, I ne'er can forget you ; 
Your pleasures may still be in &ncy possest. 

To Ida full oil may remembrance restore me,(^) 
While &te shall the shades of the future unroll I 



om the bodr of Alonio, mid Lcur'i •ddioi to the Ronn. — K 
is) HoHop, I cotsuponry of OArrici:, rimoui fOr bit pernnunce o4 

f$ " H; gnod patron. Dr. Dniry, bad ■ gmt notion that 1 ihould tun 
ofdceluoAtion, and mj action-'* — Dtarp. 
(4) IntbepdmtevDlimwtliBtvBlutKaiiujTaD— 
■ 1 thought Hill poor bniD, fWcT'd BTtta to rnadnc 
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Since darkneBs o'erahadows the proapect before me, 
More dear ig the beam of the past to my soul, 

Butif, through the course of the yearswhidi avait me, 
Some new scene of pleaeure should open to view, 

I wiUsay,whilewithr^tiiretiie thought shall elate me, 
" Ohisuch were the days which my infancy knew." 



Oh t did those eyes, instead of fire, 
With bright but mild affection shine, 

Though they might kindle less desire. 
Love, more than mortal, would be thine. 

For thou art form'd so heavenly fair, 
Howe'er tJiose orbs may wildly beam. 

We must admire, but still despair; 
That fatal glance fitrbids esteem. 

When Nature stamp'd thy beauteous birth. 
So much perfection in thee shone, 

She fear'd that, too divine for earth, 
Tlie skies might claim thee for their own : 

Therefore, to guard her dearest work. 
Lest angels might dispute the prize, 

She bade a secret lightning lurk 
Within those once celestial eyes. 
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These might the boldest sylph appal, 
When gleaming with meridian blaze ; 

Tby beaut; must enrapture all ; 
But who can dare thine ardent gaze F 

'Tis said that Berenice's hair 

In stars adorns the vault of heaven ; 
■ But they would ne'er permit thee there, 
Thou wouldst so far outshine the seven. 

For did those eyes as planets roll, 

Thy siBter-lights would scarce appear: 

E'en suns, which systems now control. 
Would twinkle dimly through their Ephere.(') 



TO WOMAN. 



WoMAS I experience might have told me 

That all must lore thee who behold thee : 

Surely experience might have taught 

Thy firmest promises are nought ; 

But, placed in all thy charms before me. 

All I forget, but to adore thee. 

Oh memory I thou choicest blessing 

When join'd with hope, when still possessing; 

But how much cursed by every lover 

When hope is fled and passion's over. 



U] tbej rctarn." — Seuip. 



3,Coo^le 



HOURS OF IDLENESS. 

WomsDi that fiur and fond deceiver, 

How prompt are stripliugs to believe her 1 

How throbs the pulse when first we view 

The eye that rolls in glossy blue, 

Or sparkles black, or mildlj throws 

A beam irom under hazel brows I 

How quick we credit every oath, 

And hear her plight the wilting troth 1 

Fondly we hope 'twill last for aye, 

When, lo ! she changes in a day. 

Iliis record will for ever stand, 

" Woman, thy vows are traced in sand."(') 



WhekI dream that you love me, youllsurelyforgive; 

Extend not your anger to sleep ; 
For in visions alone your afiection can live, — 

I rise, and it leaves me to weep. 

Then, Morpheus I envelope my faculties fiist, 

Shed o'er me your languor benign ; 
Should the dream of to-night but resemble the last, 

What rapture celestial b mine I 

They tell us that slumber, the sister of deadi, 

Mortality's emblem is given ; 
To fiite how I long to res^ my frail breath, 

If this be a foretaste of heaven ! 

(1) Ths lut Udb li ■ImoM s Ultnl (aniUtioo frcm a SiiuLib taorsb. 



=,Coo^lc 



54 H0UR9 OF IDLEHESg. 

Ah t frown not, sweet hdy, unbend your soft brow, 

Kor deem me too happy in thia ; 
If I sin in my dream, I atone for it now, 

Thus doom'd but to gaze upon bhss. 

Though in visions, sweet lady, perhaps you maysmtle, 
Oh I think not my penance deficient 1 

When dreams of your presence my slumbers b^ulle, 
To awake wiU be torture sufficient. 



TO MARY, 

This faint resemblance of thy charms, 
"niough strong as mortal art could gire, 

My constant heart of fear disarms, 
Revives my hopes, and bids me live. 

Here I can trace the locks of gold 

Which round thy snowy forehead wave. 

Hie cheeks which sprung from beaut^s mould. 
The lips which made me beauty's slave. 

Here I can trace — ah, no I Ihat eye. 

Whose azure floats in liquid fire. 
Must all the painter's art defy. 

And bid him from the task retire. 

(1) Of th!i •■ HvT," who ii DM to ba cnntbiuidad with tbe htbtm at 
ADDGile;, DT " Vtrj' of Abeideen, ill [bit hia bean ucaWned li. Hut 
ibswuoT in bumble, If not etitlTocd, Matlon In lire,_BDd that lbs bad 
inBt U^I (Dldm ball, " of whtcfa," uti Moore, « b> luad to abor a loc^ 
ai weU aa hv t^ctun, amine bU ftliDcli." — E. 
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Here 1 behold ita beauteous hue ; 

But where's the beam so sweetly strayii^(>) 
Which gave a lustre to its blue, 

Like Luna o'er the ocean playing ? 

Sweet copy ! for more dear to me, 

Lifeless, unfeeling as thou art. 
Than all the Uving forms could be. 

Save her who placed thee next my heart. 

She placed it, Bad, with needless fear, 
Lest time might shake my wavering soul, 

Unconscious that her image there 
Held every sense in last contnd. 

Through hours, through years, through time, 'twill 

• cheer; 

My hopev in gloomy moments, raise ; 
In life's last conflict 'twill appear. 

And meet my fond expiring gaze. 



TO LESBIA. 



Lesbia [ since far from you I've ranged. 
Our souls with fond affection glow not ; 

You say 'tis I, not you, have changed, 
I'd tell you why, — but yet I know not. 



(I) Id the piivite TC 
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Your polisb'd brow no cares have crdat ; 

And, Lesbia ! we are not much older, 
Since, trembling, first my heart I lost, 

Or told my love, with hope grown bolder. 

Sixteen wag then our utmost age, 

Two years have lingering past away, love I 

And now new thoughts our minds engage, 
At least I feel disposed to stray, love ! 

'Tis I that am alone to blame, 

I, that am guilty of love's treason ; 

Since your sweet breast is still the same, 
Caprice must be my only reason. 

I do not, love I suspect your truth, 

With jealous doubt my bosom heaves not ; 

Warm was the passion of my youth. 
One trace of dark deceit it leaves not. 

No, no, my flame was not pretended s 
For, oh ! I loved you most sincerely ; 

And — though our dream at last is ended — 
My bosom still esteems you dearly. 



No more we meet in yonder bowers ; 

Absence has made me prone to roving ; 
But older, firmer hearts t]ian ours 

Have found monotony in loving. 

Your cheek's soft bloom is unimpair'd, 
New beauties still are daily bright'ning, 
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Your eye for conquest beams prepared. 
The forge of love's resistless lightning, 

Ann'd thus, to make their bosoms bleed, 
Many will throng to sigh like me, love ! 

More constant they may prove, indeed ; 
Fonder, alas! they ne'er can be, love I 



LINES ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG LADY. 

[At the Autbar wH dUcbuglng hL* fdrtoli La a garden, two ladla pairing 
ifar the ipot were Blatmed bj the lound ot a bullet hiinnf oesi theta ; to 
lae of vhooD the fOUowing ituuu weie addrfwed Ibe next motnLb^.] [i) 

Doubtless, sweet girl ! the hissing lead. 
Wafting destruction o'er thy charms, 

Andhurtling(2) o'er thy lovely head, 
Has filt'd that breast with fond alarms. 

Surely some envious demon's force, 
Vex'd to behold such beauty here, 

Impell'd the bullet's viewless course, 
Diverted from its first career. 

Yes ! in that nearly fatal hour 

The ball obey'd some bell-bom guide ; 

But Heaven, with interposing power, 
In pity tum'd the death aside. 

pUCF at SouttaweU, and the beautiful ladj to 
fnr, bi bia psem to tbe Fatal artoi 1 — 
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Yet, as perchance one trembling tear 
Upon that thrilling bosom fell ; 

Which I, th' mtconscious cause of fear) 
Extracted irom its gliBtening cell : 

Say, what dire penance can atone 
For such an outrage done to thee ? 

Arraign'd before thy beauty's throne, 
What punishment wilt thou decree P 

Might I perform the judge's part, 

The sentence I should scarce deplore ; 

It only would restore a heart 
Which but belong'd to thee before. 

The least atonement I can make 
Is to become no longer free ; 
Henceforth I breathe but for thy sake, 
^ Thou shall be all in all to me. 

But thou, perhaps, may'st now reject 

Such expiation of my guilt : 
Come then, some other mode elect ; 

Let it be death, or what thou wilt. 

Choose then, relentless I and I swear 
Nought shall thy dread decree prevent; 

Yet hold — one little word forbear I 
Let it be au^t but banishment. 
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LOVE-S LAST ADIEU. 

Ati, r wi fu ^(vyu. — Anacmoh. 

The roses of love glad the garden of life, 
Tbough nurtured 'mid weeds dropping pestilent 

Till time crops the leaves with unmerciful knife, 
Or prunes them for ever, in love's last adieu I 

In vain with endearments we soothe the sad heart. 
Id vain do we vow for an age to be true ; 

The chance of an hour may command us to part. 
Or death disunite us in love's last adieu ! 

Still Hope, breathing peace through liie grief-swollen 
breast, 

Wni whisper, " Our meeting we yet may renew:" 
With this dream of deceit half our sorrow 's represt, 

Nor taste we Uie poison of love's last adieu 1 

Oh I mark you yon pair ; in the sunshine of youth 
Love twined round their ehildhood his flow'rs as 
they grew ; 

They flourish awhile in the season of truth, 
Till chill'd by the winter of love's last adieu I 

Sweet lady I why thus doth a tear steal its way 
Down a cheek which outrivals thy bosom in 
hue? 

Yet why do I ask ? — to distraction a prey, 
Thy reason has perish'd with love's lost adieu t 
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Oh I who isyoD misanthrope, ahunning mankind? 

From cities to caves of tiie forest he flew; 
There, raving, he howls his complaint to the wind; 

The mountains reverberate love's last adieu ! 

Kow hate rules a heart which in love's easy chains 
Once passion's tumultuous blandishments knew ; 

Despair now inflames the dark tide of his veins ; 
He ponders in frenzy on love's last adieu I 

How he envies the wretch with a soul wrapt in steel ! 

His pleasures are scarce, yet liis troubles are few, 
Who laughs at the pang that he never can feel. 
And dreads not the anguish of love's last adieu I 

Youth flies, life decays, even hope is o'ercast ; 

No more with love's former devotion we sue: 
He spreads his yoimg wing, he retires with the blast ; 

The shroud of affection is love's last adieu ! 

In this life of probation for rapture divine, 
Astrea declares that some penance is due; 

From him who has worshipp'd at love's gentle shrine. 
The atonement is ample in love's last adieu ! 

Who kneels to the god, on his altar of light 
Must myrtle and cypress alternately strew : 

His myrtle, an emblem of purest delight ; 
His cjrpress, the garland of love's last adieu I 
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dam^tXs. 



In law an in&nt ('), and in years a boy, 

In mind a slave to every vicious joy ; 

From every sense of shame and virtue wean'd ; 

In lies an adept, in deceit a fiend ; 

Versed in hypocrisy, while yet a child; 

Fickle as wind, of inclinations wild; 

Woman his dupe, his heedless friend a tool ; 

Old in the world, though scarcely broke from school ; 

Damsetas ran through all the maze of sin, 

And found the goal when others just begin : 

Even still conflicting passions shake his soul, 

And bid him drain the dregs of pleasure's bowl; 

But, pall'd with vice, he breaks his former cliain, 

And what was once his bliss appears his bane. (3) 



TO MARION. 



Marion 1 why that pensive brow? 
What disgust to life hast thou? 



(S) " When 1 nqit up to TrtnLtj, In ISOf, U Uie ■«« of kv 


ntHnuida 


hilf, I wi> mlKTible Hid untowud to i degree. 1 wu btMOi 


Id at lamng 


H«t™ — wreHhed M gmng to Cmnbrtdge liutend of Ojftsd 






■nd,™». 


quenUf, mboul u unHicial ai a wnlr uien (Mm Uie troop. 


I>i-^.- 



dec him utiiOed ^ctaer vith hlauelf at Iht wgrkL Vme. 
I bj drfcrmcr to mnj will bul hii owo, eieo the pleuuret 
ttAtDTHU; iDDit iDcUned prcpiAturelj palled upon him, tot 
M lati of an enjormeDI — nrlCr and nttraint" 
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Change that diEConteated air ; 

Frowns become not one so feir. 

Tis not love disturbs thy rest, 

Love 's a stranger to thy breast ; 

He in dimpling smiles i^pevs, 

Or mourns in sweetly timid tears, 

Or bends the languid eyelid down, 

But shuns the cold forbidding frown. 

Then resume thy former fire, 

Some wQt love, and all admire ; 

While that it^ aspect chills us, 

Nought but cool indifference thriUs us. 

Wouldst thou wandering hearts beguile. 

Smile at least, or seem to smile. 

Eyes like thine were never meant 

To hide their orbs in dark restraint; 

Spite of all thou &in wouldst say, 

Still in truant beams they play. 

Thy lips — but here my modest Muse 

Her impulse chaste must needs refuse: 

She blushes, curt'sies, frowns, — in short she 

Dreads lest the subject should transport me ; 

And flying off in search of reason. 

Brings prudence bat^ in proper season. 

All I shall therefore say (whate'er 

I think, is neither here nor there) 

Is,, that such lips, of looks endearing, 

Were form'd for better things than sneering 

Of soothing compliments divested. 

Advice at least's disinterested; 

Such is my artless song to thee, 

From all the flow of flattery free ; 
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Counsel like mine is as a brother's, 
My heart is giyen to some others ; 
That is to say, unskill'd to cozen, 
It shares itself among a dozen. 
Marioni adieu ! ofa, pr'ythee slight not 
This warning, though it may delight not ; 
And, lest my precepts be displeasing 
To those who think remonstrance teaaii^. 
At once 1 11 tell thee our opinion 
Concerning woman's soft dominion : 
Howe'er we gaze with admiration 
On eyes <rf blue or lips carnation, 
Howe'er the flowing locks attract us, 
Howe'er those beauties may distract us. 
Still fickle, we are prone to rove. 
These cannot fix our souls to love: 
It is not too severe a stricture ; 
To say they form a pretty picture ; 
But wouldst thou see the secret chain 
Which binds us in your humble train, 
To bail you queens of all creation, 
Enow, in a word, 'tis Animation. 



TO A LADY 



These locks, which fondly thus entwine. 
Id firmer chains our hearts confine, 
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Than all th' unmeaning protestations 
Which swell with nonsense love orations. 
Our love is fix'd, I think we Ve proved it. 
Nor time, nor place, nor ait have moved it; 
Then wherefore should we sigh and whine, 
With groundless jealousy repine, 
With silly whims and fancies frantic. 
Merely to make our love romantic? 
Why should you weep like Lydia Lai^uish, 
And fret with self-created anguish ? 
Or doom the lover you have chosen, 
On winter nights to eigh half frozen; 
In leafless shades to sue for pardon. 
Only because the scene 's a garden ? 
For gardens seem, by one consent, 
Since Shakapeare set the precedent," 
Since Juliet first declared her passion, 
To form the place of assignation. (}) 
Oh ! would some modem muse inspire, 
And seat her by a sea-coal fire ; 
Or had the bard at Christmas written. 
And laid the scene of love in Britain, 
He surely, in commiseration. 
Had changed the place of declaration. 



(I) In UiE sboTF UtllE [dHC tie uithor hu lieen sonued bj Knot amdid 
rmiai of IntmducIiiK the nune of a lidr (torn vhora he inu Hnne hun. 
drad ndlei dinul it the lime thii wh writl«i ; xaA poor JiiUM. who hu 
Ikrpt K long in " the tonU) oTin Che C^>ulM^" hu tie«i conTeRcd, withi 
triSing mltentkon of bei nune. Into an EoglUli din»el, walking in a gudm 
of ttielt own creation, during the month of Deeember, in ji TllJoge where 
the MathoT never puied a winter Such hai bven the candour of mafi 
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In Italy I Ve no objection ; 
Warm nights are proper for reflection ; 
But here our climate is so rigid, 
That love itself is rather frigid : 
Think on our chilly situation, 
And curh this rage for imitation; 
Then let us meet, as oft we've done, 
Beneath the influence of the sun ; 
Or, if at midnight I must meet you. 
Within your mansion let me greet you ; 
There we can love for hours together. 
Much better, in such snowy weather, 
Than placed in all th' Arcadian groves 
That ever witness'd rural loves ; 
Then, if my passion feil to please. 
Next night I '11 be content to freeze ; 
No more I 'il give a loose to laughter, 
But curse my fate for ever after. (') 



OSCAR OF ALVA.(') 

How sweetly shines through azure skies, 
The lamp of heaven on Lora's shore ; 

(1) Having hard UiU ■ tot Krere ind Inddicile ammra 
paued on Uie atwre poem^ I beg leave Co reply Id a quotation 
BdmLred wotk, " Can't StruigB- in France.'* — " Ai we we 

wbole len^b of a wbttLot, a prudlih-lookln^ 1adr» vha 
touched Che a^ ordceperaclon, efter having atCentivel; aui 
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Where Alva's hoary turrets rise, 
And hear the die of arms no more. 

But often has yon rolling moon 
On Alva's casques of silver play'd; 

And view'd, at midnight's silent nocm, 
Her chiefs in gleaming mail array'd : 

And on the crimson'd rocks beneath, 
Which scowl o'er ocean's sullen Bow, 

Pale in the scatter'd ranks of death, 
She saw the gasping warrior low ; 

While many an eye which ne'er again 
Could mark the rising orb of day, 

Tum'd feebly from the gory plain, 
Beheld in death her &ding ray. 

Once to those eyes the lamp of Love, 
They blest her dear propitious light; 

But now she gUmmer'd from above, 
A sad, fimereal torch of night. 

Faded is Alva's noble race. 

And gray her towers are seen afar ; 
No more her heroes urge the chase, 

Or roll the crimson tide of war. 



>Dd LcuKuo," in lb- 
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But, who was last of Alva's clan ? 

Why grows the moss on Alva's stj3ae P 
Her towers resound no steps of man, 

They echo to the gale alone. 

And when that gale is fierce and high, 
A sound is heard in yonder hall ; 

It rises hoarsely through the sky, 

And vibrates o'er the mouldering wall. 

Yn, when the eddying tempest sighs, 
It ghafces the shield of Oscar brave; 

But there no more his banners rise, 
No more his plumes of sable wave. 

Fair shone the sun on Oscar's birth, 
When Angus hail'd his eldest bom; 

The vassals round their cbieflain's hearth 
Crowd to ^>plBud the happy morn. 

They feast upon ihe mountain deer, 
Tlie pibroch raised its piercing note;(') 

To gladden more their highland cheer, 
The strains in martial numbers float : 

And they who heard tiie war^notes wild 
Hoped that one day the pibroch's strain 



(1) LardBTioalUUint'iiiTerTComimnaTDr, thatormiftnUngpanic*, 
which mcuia ■ paniculu aort of tune, Rx tl» lutmmait od wtilch H ki 
pUjad, ttac bagpipe. Alimt eraj Emlgn touiln, Nodler, A» waaplt, 
ioet the urae. The mdei wUl And thii little illp noticed in the uOcle 
from the fdthburgh Ewlpv *rr**^t^ to tliB» paflBL — K 
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Should play before the hero's child 
While he should lead the tartan train. 

Another year is quickly past, 

And Angus hails another sou ; 
His natal day is like the last, 

Kor Boon the jocund feast was done. 

Taught by their sire- to bend the bow. 

On Alva's dusky hills of wind, 
The boys in childhood chased the roe, 

And left their hounds in speed behind. 

But ere their years of youth are o'er, 
They mingle in the ranks of war ; 

They lightly wheel the bright claymore. 
And send the whistling arrow far. 

Dark was the flow of Oscar's hair, 
Wildly it stream'd along the gale; 

But Allan's locks were bright and &ir. 
And pensive seem'd his cheek, and pale. 

But Oscar own'd a hero's soul, 

His dark eye shone through beams of truth; 
Allan had early leam'd control. 

And smooth his words had been from youth. 

Both, both were brave ; the Saxon spear 
Was shiver'd oft beneath their steel ; 

And Oscar's bosom scom'd to fear. 
But Oscar's bosom knew to feel ; 
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While Allan's soul belied his form, 
Unworthy with such charms to dwell : 

Keen as the lightning of the storm. 
On foes his deadly vengeance fell. 

From high Southannon's distant tovrer 
Arrived a young and noble dame ; 

With Kenneth's lands to form her dower, 
Glenalvon's blue-eyed daughter came ; 

And Oscar claim'd the beauteous bnde, 
And Angus on his Oscar smiled : 

It soothed the father's feudal pride 
Thus to obtain Glenalvon's child. 

Hark to the pibroch's pleasing note ! 

Hark to die swelling nuptial song ! 
In joyous strains the voices 6oat, 

And still the choral peal prolong. 

See how the heroes' blood-red plumes 
Assembled wave in Alva's hall ; 

Each youth his varied plaid assumes. 
Attending on their chieftain's caU. 

It is not war their aid demands, 

The pibroch plays the song of peace ; 
To Oscar's nuptials throng the bands. 

Nor yet the sounds of pleasure cease- 
But where is Oscar 7 sure 'tis late : 
Is Hua a bridegroom's ardent flame? 
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While thronging guests and ladies wait. 
Nor Oscar nor his brother came. 

At length young Allan joiu'd the bride : 
" Why comes not Oscar," Angus said : 

" Is he not here?" the youth replied; 
" With me he roved not o'er the glade : 

" Perchance, forgetful of the day, 
'Tis his to chase the bounding roe ; 

Or ocean's waves prolong his stay ; 
Yet Oscar's bark is seldom stow." 

" Oh, nol" the anguish'd sire rejoin'd, 
" Nor chase, nor wave, my boy delay; 

Would he to Mora seem unkind? 
Would aught to her impede bis way? 

. " Oh, search, ye chie&! oh, search aroundl 
Allan, with these through Alva fly; 
Till Osc^, till my sod is found. 

Haste, haste, nor dare attempt reply." 

All is confusion — through the vale 
The name of Oscar hoarsely rings, 

It rises on the murmuring gale. 

Till ni^t expands her dusky wings; 

It breaks the stDlness of the night. 

But echoes through her shades in vain : 

It sounds through morning's misty light. 
But Oscar comes not o'er the plain. 
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Three days, three sleepless nights, the Chief 
For Oscar search'd each mountain cave ; 

Then hope is lost; in boundless grief, 
His locks in gray-torn ringlets wave. 

"Oscar! my sonl — thou Godof Heav'n 
Restore the ptop of sinking age! 

Or if that hope no more is given, 
Yield his assassin to my rage. 

" Yes, on some desert rocky shore 
My Oscar's whiten'd bones must lie; 

Then grant, thou God! I ask no more, 
With him his frantic sire may die 1 

"Yet he may live, — away, desp^I 

Be calm, my soul I he yet may live ; 
T* arraign my fate, my voice forbear I 

God 1 my impious prayer for^ve. 

" What, if he live for me no more, 

1 sink fOTgotten in the dust, 
The hope of Alva's age is o'er : 

Alas I can pangs like these be just P" 

Thua did the lu^less parent mourn. 
Till Time, who soothes severest woe. 

Had bade serenity return, 
And made the tear-drop cease to flow. 

For still some latent hope survived 
That Osc^r might once more appear; 
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His hope now droop'd and now revived, 
Till Time had told a tedious year. 

Days roll'd along, the. orb of light 
Again had run his destined race; 

No Oscar bless'd his father's sight, 
And sorrow left a &inter trace. 

For youthful Allan still remain'd, 
And now his father's only joy : 

And Mora's heart was quickly gain'd, 
For beauty crown'd the fair-hmr'd boy. 

She thought that Oscar low was laid, 
And Allan's face was wondrous &ir; 

If Oscar lived, some other maid 

Had claim'd his ftithless bosom's care. 

And Angus said, if one year more 
In fruitless hope was pass'd away. 

His fondest scru[Jes should be o'er. 
And he would name their nuptial day. 

Slow roll'd the moons, but blest at last 
Arrived the dearly destined mom; 

The year of anxious trembling past. 
What smiles the lovers' cheeks adorn ! 

Hark to ihe pibroch's pleasing note I 
Hark to the swelling nuptial song I 

In joyous strains the voices float. 
And still the choral peal prolong. 
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Again the clan, in festive crowd, 
' Throng through the gate of Alva's hall i 
The sounds of mirUi re-echo loud, 
Aud all their former jay recall. 

But frho is he, whose darken'd brow 
Glooms in the midst of general mirth? 

Before his eyes' &r fiercer glow 

The blue flames curdle o'er the hearth. 

Dark is the robe which wraps his form. 
And tall his plume of gory red; 

His voice is like the rifiing storm, 
But light and trackless is his tread. 

'Tis noon of night, the pledge goes round, 
The bridegroom's health is deeply quaff'd ; 

With shouts the vaulted roofs resound. 
And all combine to hail the draught. 

Sudden the stranger-chief arose, 

And all the clamorous crowd are hush'd ; 

And Angus' cheek with wonder glows, 
And Mora's tender bosom blusb'd. 

" Old man I " he cried, " this pledge is done ; 

Thou saw'gt 'twas duly drank by me ; 
It hiul'd the nuptials of thy son : 

Now will I claim a pledge from thee. 

« While all around is mirth and joy, 
To bless thy Allan's happy lot. 



=,Coo^lc 



Say, had'st thou ne'er another boyp 
Say, why should Oscar be foi^t ?" 

" Alas I" the hqtless sire replied, 
The big tear starting as he spoke, 

" When Oscar left my hall, or died. 
This aged heart was almost broke. 

" Thrice haa the earth revolved her course 
Since Oscar's form has bless'd my sight ; 

And Allan is my last resource, 

Since martial Oscar's death or flight." 

" Tis well," replied the stranger stem, 
And fiercely flash'd his rolling eye ; 

" Thy Oscar's fete I lain would learn ; 
Perhaps the hero did not die. 

" Perchance, if those whom most he loved 
Would call, thy Oscar might return j 

Perchance the chief has only roved; 

For him thy Beltane (■) yet may bum.(2) 

" Fill high the howl the table round, 

We will not claim the pledge by stealth ; 

With wine let every cup be crown'd ; 
Pledge me departed Oscar's health." 

(1) DettweTr«,iHl|liluidftilliilDiitb*Bntoteiar,httdn« 
liCfated file the occulan. 

pxlmcnl origiD ofthEt CeltLonipvitlEioa. — R 
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" With all my sool," old Angus sud. 

And fiU'd his gtddet to the brim ; 
" Here's to my boy I alive or dead, 

I ne'er shall find a son like hiAa." 

" Bravely, old man, this health has sped ; 

But why does Allan trembling stand? 
Come, drink remembrance of the dead, 

And raise thy cup with firmer hand." 

The crimson glow of Allan's face 
Was tum'd at once to ghastly hue ; 

llie drops of death each other chase 
Adown in agonizing dew. 

Ilurice did he raise the goblet high. 
And thrice his lips refused to taste; 

For thrice he caught the stranger's eye 
On his with deadly fury placed. 

" And is it thus a brother hails 

A brother's fond remembrance here ? 

If thus affection's strength [H^vails, 

What might we not expect from fear?" 

Roused by the sneer, he raised the bowl, 

" Would Oscar now could share ovw mirth I" 

Internal fear appall'd his soul ; 
Hb said, and dash'd the cup to earth. 

" 'Tis he 1 I hear my murderer's voice I" 
Loud shrieks a darkly gleaming fonn ; 
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" A murderer's voice I " the roof replies, 
And deeply aireltB the bursting storm. 

The triers wink, the chieftains shrink, 
The stranger's gone, — umidst the crew 

A form was seen in tartan green, 
And tall the shade terrific grew. 

His waist was bound with a broad belt round. 
His plume of sable stream'd on high ; 

But his breast was bare, with the red wounds there, 
And fix'd was the glare of his glossy eye. 

And thrice he smiled, with his eye so wild. 

On Angus bending low the knee ; 
And thrice he Irown'd on a chief on the ground, 

Whom shivering crowds with horror see. 

The bolts loud roll, from pole to pole, 
The thunders through the welkin ring. 

And the gleaming form, through the mist of the storm, 
Was borne on high by the whirlwind's wing. 

Cold was the feast, the revel ceased. 

Who lies upon the stony floor? 
Oblivion press'd old Angus' breast. 

At length his life-pulse throbs once more. 

" Away, awayl let the leech essay 
To pour the light on Allan's eyes:" 

His sand is done, — his race is run; 
Oh I never more shall Allan rise I 
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But Oscar's breast is cold as clay, 

His locks are lifted by the gale ; 
And Allan's barbed arrow lay 

With him in dark Glentanar's vale. 

And whence the dreadful stranger came, 
Or who, no mortal wight can tell ; 

But no one doubts the form of flame. 
For Alva's sons knew Oscar well. 

An^bition nerved young Allan's hand, 
Exulting demons wing'd his dart ; 

While Envy waved her burning brand, 
And pour'd her venom round his heart. 

Swift is the shaft from Allan's bow ; 

Whose streaming life-blood stains his side ? 
Dark Oscar's sable crest is low, 

The dart has drunk his vital tide. 

And Mora's eye could Allan move, 
She bade his wounded pride rebel : 

Alas I that eyes which beam'd with love 
Should urge the soul to deeds of hell 

Lo ! seest thou not a lonely tomb 

Which rises o'er a warrior dead P 
It glimmers through the twilight gloom ; 

Oh I that is Allan's nuptial bed. 

Far, distant &r, the noble grave 
Which held his clan's great ashes stood; 
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And o'er his corse no banners wave, 

For they were stain'd with kindred blood. 

What minstrel gray, what hoary bard, 
Shall Allan's deeds on harp-strings raise? 

The song is glory's chief reward, 

But who can strike a murderer's praise? 

Unstrung, untouch'd, the harp must stand, 
No minstrel dare the theme awake ; 

Guilt would benumb his palsied hand, 

His harp in shuddering chords would break. 

No lyre of fame, no hallow'd verse. 
Shall sound his glories high in air : 

A dying father's bitter curse, 

A brother's death-groan edioes there. 



THE EPISODE OF NISU8 AND EURYALUS, 

Nisus, the guardian of the portal, stood. 
Eager to gild his arms with hostile blood; 
Well skill'd in fight the quivering lance to wield, 
Or pour his arrows throu^ th' embattled field: 
From Ida torn, he left his sylvan cave. 
And sought a foreign home, a distant grave. 
To watch the moyetnents of the Daunian host, 
With him Euryalus sustains the post; 
No lovelier mien adom'd the ranks of Troy, 
And besrdiees blocnn yet graced the g^Iant boy; 
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Though few the seasons of his youthfiil life, 

As yet a novice in the martial strife, 

'Twas his, with beauty, valour's gii^ to share — 

A soul heroic, as his form was fair t 

Tliese bum with one pure flame of generous love ; 

In peace, in war, united still they move ; 

Friendship and glory form their joint reward ; 

And now combined they hold their nightly guard. 

" What god," excldm'd the first, " instils this fire ? 
Or, in itself a god, what great desire P 
My labouring soul, with anxious thought oppress'd, 
Abhors this station of inglorious rest ; 
The love of fame with this can ill accord, 
Be't mine to seek for glory with my sword. 
Seest thou yon camp, with torches twinkling dim. 
Where drunken slumbers wrap each lazy limb? 
Where confidence and ease the wUch disdain. 
And drowsy Silence holds her sable reign ? 
Then bear my thought: — In deep and sullen grief 
Our troops and leaders mourn their absent chief: 
Kow could the gifls and promised prize be thine 
(The deed, the danger, and the fame be mine}. 
Were this decreed, beneath yon rising mound, 
MetbLoks, an easy path perchance were fiHtod ; 
Which past, I speed my way to Pallas' walls. 
And lead JEneM from Evaader's halls." 

With equal ardour fire^ and warlike joy) 
His glowing iriend address'd the Dardan boy:- — 
. " These deeds, my Nisua, ihalt thou dare alone ? 
Must all the &me, the peril, be ^ine atm ? 
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Am I by thee despised, and left a&i. 

As one uniit to share the toils of war ? 

Not thus his son the great Opheltes taught;. 

Not thus my sire in Argive combats fought ; 

Not thus, when llion fell by heavenly hate, 

I track'd ^neas through the walks of fate : 

Thou know'st my deeds, my breast devoid of fear, 

And hostile life-drops dim my gory spear. 

Here is a soul with hope itrnnortal bums, 

And life, ignoble life, for fflory spurns. 

Fame, fame is cheaply earn'd by fleeting breath: 

The price of honour is the sleep of death." 

Then Nisus, — " Calm thy bosom's fond alarms: 
Thy heart beats fiercely to the din of arms. 
More dear thy worth and valour than my own, 
I swear by him who IiIIb Olympus' throne I 
So may 1 triumph, as I speak the truth. 
And clasp again the comrade of my youth ! 
But should I fall, — and he who dares advance 
Through hostile legions must abide by chance, — 
If some Rutulian arm, with adverse blow. 
Should lay the friend who ever loved thee low. 
Live thou, such beauties I would fain preserve, 
Thy budding years a lengthen'd term deserve. 
When humbled in the dust, let some one be, 
Whose gentle eyes will shed one tear for me; 
Whose manly arm may snatch me back by force, 
Or wealth redeem from foes my captive corse; 
Or, if my destiny these last deny,' 
If in the spoiler's power my ashes lie. 
Thy pious care may raise a simple tomb. 
To mark thy love, and s^n&lize my doom. 
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Why should thy dating wretched mother weep 
Her only boy, reclined in endless sleep? 
Who, for thy sake, the tempest's fury dared. 
Who, for thy sake, war's deadly perd shared; 
Who braved what woman never braved before, 
And left her native for the Latian shore." 
" In vain you damp the ardour of my soul," 
Beplied Euryalus ; " it scorns control 1 
Hence, let us haste ! " — their brother guards arose. 
Roused by their call, nor court again repose ; 
The pair, buoy'd up on Hope's exulting wing. 
Their stations leave, and speed to seek the king. 

Now o'er the earth a solemn stillness ran, 
And luU'd alike the cares of brute and man ; 
Save where the Dardan leaders nightly hold 
Alternate converse, and their plans unfold. 
On one great point the council are agreed, < 
An instant message to their prince decreed ; 
Each lean'd upon the lance he well could wield, 
And poised with easy arm his ancient shield ; 
When Nisua and his friend their leave request 
To offer something to their high behest. 
With ansious tremors, yet unawed by fear, 
The feithful pair before the throne appear : 
lulus greets them ; at his kind command, 
The elder Grst address'd the hoary band. 

" With patience " (thus Hyrtacides began) 
" Attend, nor judge from youth our humble plan. 
Where yonder beacons haU* expiring beam, 
Our slumbering foes of fiitlire conquest dream. 
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Nor heed that we a secret path have traced, 
BetweeQ the ocean and the portal placed. 
Beneath the covert of the blackening emoke. 
Whose shade aecurely our design will cloak I 
If you, ye chiefs, and fortune will allow. 
We 11 bend our course to yonder mountain's brow, 
Where PaUas' walls at distance meet the sight, 
Seen o'er the glade, when not obscured by night : 
Then shall .^neas in his pride return, 
WhUe hostile matrons raise their od&pring's ura; 
And Latian spoils and purpled heaps of dead 
Shall mark the havoc of our hero's tread. 
Such is our purpose, not unlcnown the way ; 
Where yonder torrent's devious waters stray. 
Oft have we seen, when hunting by the stream. 
The distant spires above the valleys gleam. " 

Mature in years, for sober wisdom famed, 
Moved by the speech, Alethes here esclaim'd, 
" Ye parent gods I who rule the fate of Troy, 
Still dwells the Dordan spirit in the boy; 
When minds like these in striplings thus ye raise, 
Yours is the godlike act, be yours the [Haise ; 
In gallant youth, »y fainting hopes revive. 
And nirai's wonted glories still survive." 
Th«) in his warm embrace the boys he press'd, 
And, quivering, strain'd them to his aged breast; 
With tears the burning cheek of each bedew'd, 
And, sobbing, thus his first discourse renew'd: 
" What gift, my countrymen, what martial prize 
Can we bestow, which you may not despise? 
Our deities the first beat boon hav^ given — 
Internal virtues are the gift of Heaven. 
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What poor rewards can bless your deeds on earth) 
Doubtleas await such young, exalted worth. 
.£neas and AscanlHs shall combine 
To yield applause tar, far surpassing mine." 
luluB then : — "By all the powers above I 
By those Penates who my CDOBtry love ! 
fiy hoary Vesta's sacred faae, I swear, 
My hopes are all in you, ye generous pair I 
Restore my father to my grateful sight, 
And all my sorrows yield to one delight. 
Nisus 1 two silver goblets are thine own, 
Saved from ArUba's stately domes o'erthrown t 
My sire secured them on that fatal day. 
Nor left such bowls an Argive robber's prey: 
Two massy tripods, also, shall be thine ; 
Two talents polish'd from the glittering miije; 
An ancient cup, which Tyriaa Dido gave. 
White yet our vessels i^ess'd the Punic wave : 
But when the hostile chie& at length bow dowo. 
When great ^neas wears Hesperia's crown. 
The casque, the buckler, and the fiery steed 
Which Tumus guides with more than mortal speed, 
Are thine ; no ravious lot shall then be cast, 
I pledge my word, irrevocably past: 
Nay more, twelve slaves, and twice six captive dames, 
To soothe thy sailer hours with amorous flames, 
And all the realms which now the Latins sway. 
The labours of to-night shall well repay. 
But thou, my generous youth, whose tender years 
Are near my own, whose worth my heart reveres, 
Henceforth afiectitm, sweetly thus begim. 
Shall join our bosoms and our souls in one ; 
o 2 
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Without thy aid, no' glory shall be mine ; 
Without thy dear advice, no great design ; 
Alike through life esteem'd, thou godlike boy, 
In war my bulwark, and in peace my joy." 

To him EuryaluB : — "No day shall Hhame 
The risiog glories which from this I claim. 
Fortune may favour, or the skies may frown, 
But valour, spite of fate, obtains renown- 
Yet, ere from hence our eager steps depart, 
One boon I beg, the nearest to my heart: 
My mother, sprung from Priam's royal line, 
Like thine ennobled, hardly less divine. 
Nor Troy nor king Acestes' realms restrain 
' Her feeble age from dangers of the main ; 
Alone she came, all selfish fears above, 
A bright example of maternal love. 
Unknown the secret enterprise I brave, 
Lest grief should bend my parent to the grave ; 
From this alone no fond adieus I seek. 
No fainting mother's lips have press'd my cheek; 
By gloomy night and thy right hand I vow 
Her parting tears would shake my purpose now: 
Do thou, my prince, her failmg age sustain, 
In thee her much-loved diild may live again ; 
Her dying hours with pious conduct bless, 
Assist her wants, relieve her fond distress : 
So dear a hope must all my soul inflame. 
To rise in glory, or to fall in fame." 
Struck with a filial care so deeply felt. 
In tears at once the Trojan warriors melt ; 



3,Coo^le 



HODRS OF IDLENESS. 85 

Faster than all, lulus' eyes o'eiflow ; 

Such lose was his, and such had been his woe. 

" All thou hast ask'd, receive," the prince replied ; 

" Nor this alone, but many a gift beside. 

To cheer thy mother's years shall be my aim, 

Creuea's (') style but wanting to the dame. 

Fortmie an adverse wayward course may run, 

But bless'd thy mother in so dear a son. 

Now, by my life I — my sire's most sacred oath — 

To thee I pledge my full, my firmest troth, 

All the rewards which once to thee were vow'd, 

If thou shouldst fall, on her shall be bestow'd." 

Ilius spoke the weeping prince, then forth to view 

A gleaming fdchion trom the sheath he drew ; 

Lycaon's utmost skill had graced the steel, 

For friends to envy and for foes to feel : 

A tawny hide, the Moorish lion's spoil, 

Slain 'midst the forest, in the hunter's toil, 

Mnestheus to guard the elder youth bestows. 

And old Alethes' casque defends his brows. 

Arm'd, thence they go, while all th' assembled train. 

To aid their cause, implore the gode in vain. 

More than a boy, in wisdom and in grace, 

lulus holds amidst the chiefi bis place : 

His prayer he sends ; but what can prayers avail. 

Lost in the murmurs of the sighing gale I 

The trench is pass'd, and, favour'd by the night. 
Through sleeping foes they wheel their wary flight. 
When shall the sleep of many a foe be o'er ? 
Alas 1 some slumber who shall wake no more I 

(1) The motlKT of iBluI, IdM on Ibe nl^ wbtn Ttoj wH UiOB. 
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Chariots and bridles, mix'd with arms, are seen ; 
And flowing flasks, and scatter'd troops between: 
Bacchus and Mars to rule the camp combine ; 
A mingled chaos this of war and wine. * 

" Now," cries the first, " for deeds of blood prepare. 
With me the conquest and the labour share ; 
Here lies our path^ lest any hand arise. 
Watch thou, nhile many a dreaming chieftain dies : 
I'll carve our passage through the heedless foe, 
And clear thy road with many a deadly blow." 
His whispering accents then the youth repress'd, 
And pierced proud Rhamnes through his panting 

breast: 
Stretch'd at his ease, th' incautious king reposed ; 
Debauch, and not fatigue, his eyes had closed : 
To Tumus dear, a prophet and a prince, 
His omens more than augur's skill evince ; 
But he, who thus foretold the fate of all, 
Could not avert his own untimely &11. 
Next Remus' armour-bearer, hapless, fell. 
And three unh^py slaves the carnage swell; 
. The charioteer along his courser's sides 
Expiires, the steel his sever'd neck divides; 
And, last, his lord is nuRiber'd with the dead : 
Bounding convulsive, flies the gasping head ; 
FVom the swoll'n veins the blackening torrents poitf ; 
Stain'd is the couch and earth with clottmg gore. 
Young Lamyrus and Lamus next expire, 
And gay Serranus, fiU'd with youtnfiil fire;' 
Half the long night in chiMish games was pass'd ; 
Lull'd by the potent grape, he slept at last : 
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Ah I happier &r had he the mom surrey'd, 
And tUl Aurora's dawn htg skill display'd. 

In Blaughter'd folds, the keepers lost in sleep. 
His hungry fanga a lion thus may steep ; 
'Mnl the sad dock, at dead of night he prowls, 
With murder glutted, and in carnage rolls : 
Insatiate still, through teeming herds he roams ; 
In seas of gore the lordly tyrant foams. 

Nor less the other's deadly vengeance came, 
But falls on feeble crovrds without a name ; 
His wound unconscious Fadus scarce can feel, 
Yet wakeful Rhesus sees the threatening steel ; 
His coward breast behind ajar he hides, 
And vainly in the weak defence confides ; 
Full in his heart, the falchion search'd his veins, 
The reeking weapon bears alternate stains ; 
llirough wine and blood, commingling as they flow, 
One feeble spirit seeks the sliades below. 
Now where Mesaapus dwelt they bend their way. 
Whose fires emit a feint and trembling ray ; 
There, unconfined, behold each grazing steed, 
Unwatch'd, unheeded, on the herbage feed : 
Brave Nisus here arrests his comrade's arm. 
Too flush'd with cam^e, and with conquest warm : 
• " Hence let us haste, the dangerous path is pass'd ; 
Full foes enough to-night have breath'd their last: 
Soon will the day those eastern clouds adorn ; 
Now let us speed, nor tempt the rising mom." 
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What silver arms, with various art emboss'd. 
What bowls and mantles in confusion toss'd. 
They leave regardless I yet one glittering prize 
Attracts the younger hero's wandering eyes ; 
The gilded harness Rhamnes* coursers felt. 
The gems which stud the monarch's golden belt: 
This from the pallid corse was qi^ckly torn, 
Once by a line of former chieftains worn. 
Th' exulting boy tlie studded girdle wears, 
Messapus' helm his head in triumph bears ; 
Then from the tents their cautious steps they bend. 
To seek the vale where safer paths extend. 

Just at this hour, a band of Latian horse 
To Tumus' camp pursue their destined course: 
While the slow foot their tardy march delay. 
The knights, impatient, spur along the way : 
Three hundred mail-clad men, by Volsceos led, 
To Tumus with their master's promise sped : 
Now they approach the trench, and view the walls, 
When, on the lef^ a light reflection falls ; 
The plunder'd helmet, through the waning night, 
Sheds forth a silver radiance, glancing bright. 
Volsceng with question loud the pair alarms : — 
" Stand, stra^lers I stand ! why early thus in arms? 
From whence, to whom ?^ — He meets with no reply: 
Trusting the covert of the night, they fly : 
The thicket's depth with hurried pace tliey tread, 
While round the wood the hostile squadron spread. 

With brakes entangled, scarce a path between, 
Dreary and dark appears the sylvan scene : 
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Euryalus his heavy apoilB impede, 

The boughs and wiDding turns his steps mislead ; 

But Nisus scours along the forest's maze 

To where Latinus' steeds in safety graze, 

Then backward o'er the plaia his eyes extend, 

On every side tliey seek his absent friend. 

" O God I my boy," he cries, " of me bereft, 

In what impending perils art thou left 1" 

Listening he runs — above the waving trees. 

Tumultuous voices swell the passing breeze ; 

"nie war-cry rises, thundering hoofs around 

Wake the dark echoes of the trembling groimd. 

Again he turns, of footsteps hears the noise ; 

Hie sound elates, the sight his hope destroys : 

The hapless boy a ruffian train surround. 

While lengthening shades his weary way confound; 

Him with loud shouts the furious knights pursue. 

Struggling in vain, a captive to the crew. 

What can his ft'iend 'gainst thronging numbers dare? 

Ah I must he rush, his comrade's fate to share? 

What force, what aid, what stratagem essay. 

Back to redeem the Latian spoiler's prey ? 

His life a votive ransom nobly give. 

Or die with him for whom he wished to live ? 

Poising with strength his lifted lance on hi{^, 

On Luna's orb he cast his frenzied eye : — 

" Goddess serene, transcending every star I 

Queen of the sky, whose beams are seen afar I 

By night heaven owns thy away, by day the grove, 

When, as chaste Dian, here thou deign'st to rove ; 

If e'er nayself, or sire, have sou^t to grace 

Thine altara with the produce of the diase, 
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Speed, speed my dart to pierce yon vaunting crowd, 
To free my friend, and scatter far the proud." 
Thus having said, the hissing dart he flung; 
Through parted shades the hurtling weapon sung ; 
The thirsty point in Sulmo's entrails lay, 
Transfix'd his heart, and stretch'd him on the clay : 
He sobs, he dies, — the troop in wild amaze. 
Unconscious whence the death, with horror gaze. 
While pale they stare, through Tagus' temples riven, 
A second shaft with equal force is driven : 
Fierce Volscens rolls around his lowering eyes ; 
Veil'd by the night, secure the Trojan lies. 
Burning with wrath, he view'd his soldiers fall. 
" Tlioti youth accurst, thy life shall pay for all I " 
Quick from the sheath his flammg glaive he drew. 
And, raging, on the boy defenceless flew. 
Nisus no more the blackening sh^e conceals, 
Forth, forth he starts, and all his love reveals ; 
Aghast, confused, his fears to madness rise. 
And pour these accents, shrieking as he flies ; 
" Me, me, — your vengeance hurl on me alone ; 
Here sheathe the steel, my blood is all your own. 
Ye starry spheres 1 thou conscious Heavent attest! 
He could not — durst not — lo I the guile contest I 
All, all was mine, — his early fate suspend ; 
He only loved too well his hapless friend ; 
Spare, spare, ye chiefs I from him your rage remove ; 
His fiiult was friendship, all his crime was love." 
He pray'd in vain ; the dark assassin's sword 
Herced the ^r side, the snowy bosom gored ; 
Lowly to earth inclines bis plume-clad crest. 
And sanguine torrents mantie o'er his breast : 
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As some yonag rose, whose blossom scents the air. 
Languid in death, expires beoeath the share ; 
Or crimson poppy, sinking with the shower, 
Detaining gently, &lls a fading flower ; 
Hius, sweetly drooping, bends his lovely head, 
And lingering beauty hovers round tlie dead. 

But fiery Nisus stems the battle's tide, 
Revenge his leader, and despair his guide ; 
Volscene he seebs amidst the gathering host, 
Volscens must soon appease his comrade's ghost; 
Steel, flashing, pours on steel, foe crowds on foe ; 
Rage nerves his arm, fate gleams in every blow ; 
In vain beneath unnumber'd wounds he bleeds. 
Nor wounds, nor death, distracted Nisus heeds; 
In viewless circles wheel'd, his falchion flies, 
Nor quits the hero's grasp till Volscens dies ; 
Deep in his throat its end the weapon found. 
The tyrant's soul fled groaning throu^ the wound. 
Thus Nisus all his fond affection proved — 
Dying, revenged the fete of him he loved; 
Then on his bosom sought his wonted place, 
And death was heavenly in his friend's embrace [ 

Celestial pair I if aught my verse can claim, 
Wafled on Time's broad pinion, yours is fame I 
Ages on ages shall your fate admire. 
No future day shall see your names expire,- 
While stands the Capitol, immortal dome I 
And vanquish'd miilious hail their empress, Rome ! 
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When fiercfi coofllcting passioDS urge 

The breast where love is wont to glow, 
What mind can Gteni the stormy surge 

Which rolls the tide of human woe P 
The hope of praisei the dread of Aame, 

Can rouse the tortured breast no more ; 
The wild desire, the guilty flame, 

Absorbs each wish it felt before. 

But if affection gently thrills 

The soul by purer dreams possest, 
The pleasing balm of mortal ills 

In love can soothe the aching breast : 
If thus thou comest in disguiset 

Fair Venus I irom thy native heaven, 
What beart unfeeliug would despise 

The sweetest boon the gods have given ? 

But never from thy golden bow 

May I beneath the shafl expire I 
Whose creeping venom, sure and slow, 

Awakes an all-consuming fire : 
Ye racking doubts ! ye jealous fears I 

With others wage internal war ; 
Repentance, source of future tears, 

From me be ever distant far I 
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May no distracting thoughts destroy 

The holy calm of aacred love 1 
May all the hours be wing'd with joy, 

Which hover feithful hearts above ! 
Fair Venus I on thy myrtle shrine 

May I with some fond lover sigh, 
Whose heart may mingle pure with mine — 

With me to live, with me to die 1 

My native soil I beloved before. 

Now dearer as my peaceliil home, 
Ne'er may 1 quit thy rocky shore, 

A hapless banish 'd wretch to roam I 
This very day, this very hour. 

May I resign this fleeting breath 1 
Nor quit my silent humble bower ; 

A doom to me far worse than death. 

Have I not heard the exile's sigh, 

And seen the exile's silent tear, 
Through distant climes condemn'd to fly, 

A pensive weary wanderer here? 
Ah I hapless dame I (') no sire bewails. 

No friend thy wretched fate deplores, 
No kindred voice with rapture hails 

Thy steps within & stranger's doors. 
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Perish the fiend whose iron heut, 

To fair affection's truth unhnowD, 
Bids her he fondly loved depart, 

Unpitied, helpless, and alone; 
■Who ne'er unlocks with silver key'(0 

The milder treasures of his iM^ — 
May such a friend be ftr frani me, 

And ooesn's storms between us roll I 



High in the midst, surrounded by his peers, 
Magnus (^] his ample front sublime uprears : 
Placed on his chair of state, he seems a god. 
While Sophs and Freshmen tremble at his nod. 
As all around sit wrapt in speechless gloom. 
His voice in thunder shakes the sounding dome ; 
Denouncing dire reproach to luckless foob, 
Unskill'd to plod in mathematic rules, 
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Happy the youth in Euclid's axioms tried, 
Though little verged in any art beside j 
Who, scarcely skill'd an English line to pen, 
Scans Attic metres with a critic's ken. 
What, though he knows not how his fathers bled. 
When civil discard piled the fields with dead, 
When Edward bade his conquering bands advance, 
Or Henry trampled on the crest of France ; 
Though marvelling at the name of Magna Charts, 
Yet well he recollects the laws of Sparta; 
Can tell what edicts sage Lycurgus made. 
While Blackstone 's on the shelf neglected laid ; 
Of Grecian dramas vaunts the deathless ftme. 
Of Avon's bard remembering scar<% the name. 

Such is the youth whose scientific pate 
Class-honours, medals, fellowships, await ; 
Or even, perh^M, the declamation prize. 
If to such ^orious height he lifls his eyes. 
But lo I oo common orator can hope 
The envied silver cup within his sci^e. 
Not that our heads much eloquence require, 
Th' Athenian's(I) glowing style, or Tully's.fire. 
A manner clear or warm is useless, since 
We do not try by speaking to convince. 
Be other orators of pleasing proud : 
We speak to please ourselves, not move the crowd : 
Our gravity prefers the muttering tone, 
A proper mixture of the squeak and groan : 
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No borrow'd grace of action must be seen ; 
The slightest motion would displease the Dean ; (•) 
Whilst every staring graduate would prate 
Against what he could never imitate. 

The man who hopes f obtain the promised cup 
Must in one posture stand, and ne'er look up; 
Nor stop, but rattle over every word — 
No matter what, so it can not be heard. 
Thus let him hurry on, nor think to rest : 
Who speaks the fastest 's sure to speak the best; 
Who utters most within the shortest space 
May safely hope to win the wordy race, 

The sons of science these, who, thug repaid. 
Linger in ease in Granta's sluggish shade; 
Where on Cam's sedgy banks supine they lie 
Unknown, unhonour'd live, unwept for die : 
Dull as the pictures which adorn their halls, 
Tliey tliink all learning fix'd within their walls : . 
In manners rude, in foolish forms precise. 
All modem arts affecting to despise ; 
Yet prizing Ben tley's, Brunck's, or Person's (*) note, 
More than the verse on wTiich the critic wrote : 

(I) In nott coltegei, the Fellow who giiperliilendl tfae chipel wnice It 

IS) The piaent Greek profeuor at Trinit; College, Cambridge ; ■ nun 
wh«c pawen of mind aDd wiilinga may, perhaps, jiutlfy til Eir ptcmencc 

CLotd Bjron, In a letter written io ISIS, a.ji : _ •' I lemember U 
bare seen Potbod at Cflmbridi^, in th« hall of our eollege, and;ln 
piiTAte partiea ; and I never can recollect bEm except tt drunk or 
brutal^ and generallr ^^'^ ' 1 meao in an erenin; y far in the hall, he dined 

apfieared wbor in hia demnoour ; but 1 have aeen \Aia, in a private party 
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Vain as their hoDours, heavy aa their ale. 
Sad as their wit, uid t«dious as their tale; 
To frieadship dead, though not untaught to feel 
When Self and Church demand a bigot zeal. 
With eager haste they court the lord of power, 
Whether 'tis Pitt or Petty rules the hour ; (') 
To him, with suf^liant smiles, they bend the head, 
While distant mitres to their eyes are spread. 
But should a storm o'erwhelm him with disgrace, 
Hiey 'd fly to seek the next who 611'd his place. 
Such are the men who learning's treasures guard I 
Such is their practice, such is their reward I 
This much, at least, we may presume to say — 
ITie premium can't exceed the price they pay. 



TO A BEAUTIFUL Q.UAKER. 
SwEBT girl I though only once we met. 
That meeting I shall ue'er foi^et ; 
And though we ne'er may meet again, 
Remembrance will thy form retain. 



ilcnti ; m the Tnrkl Iblnk B midmlii inqiircd, IDli tcu vlUi blm. 

Fk like > Helot : and cattlnlT SfMiU iip>er ihacksl bai diildrai nttb 

HKT exhibition Ibin thii mu'i Intoiiotion. — 18IS.J 

) »ncK Ifaii wu minen. Lord Henrr Petl; hH bMt hli place, and 



tile UnlTflnltT. A ftct 10 glaring requiiea do commHiL [Lord Henrr 
Pettr ia DDv KarqiuM of LamdowDe. — E.J 
VOL. VII. H 
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I would not say, " I love," but still 
My senses struggle with my will : 
In vain, to drive thee irom my breast, 
My thoughts are more and more represt; 
In vain I check the rising sighs. 
Another to the last replies : 
Perhaps this is not love, but yel 
Our meeting I can ne'er forget. 

What though we never silence broke, 

Our eyes a sweeter language spoke ;. 

The tongue in flattering falsehood deals. 

And tells a tale it never feels : 

Deceit the guilty lips impart ; 

And hush the mandates of the heart; 

But soul's interpreters, the eyes, 

Spurn such restraint, and scorn disguise. 

As thus our glances oft conversed. 

And all our bosoms felt rehearsed, 

No spirit, from within, reproved us. 

Say rather, " 'twas the spirit moved us." 

Though what they utter'd I repress. 

Yet I conceive thou 'It partly guess ; . 

For as on thee my memory ponders, 

Perdiance to me thine also wanders. 

This for myself, at least, I 'II say. 

Thy form appears through night, through day : 

Awake, with it my fancy teems ; 

In sleep, it smiles in fleetiitg dreams ; 

The vision charms the hours away, 

And bids me curse Aurora's ray 
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For breaking glumbers of delight 
Which make me wish for endless ni^t. 
Since, oh 1 whate'er my future fatei 
Shall joy or woe my steps await, 
Tempted by love, by storms beset, 
1111116 image i can ne'er forget 

Alas ! again no more we meet, 
No more our former looks repeat ; 
Then let me breathe this parting prayer, 
"Die dictate of my bosom's care : 
" May Heaven so guard my lovely quaker. 
That anguish never can o'ertake her; 
That peace and virtue ne'er forsake her, 
But bliss be aye her heart's partaker I 
Oh I may the happy mortal, fated 
To be, hy dearest ties, related. 
For her each hour new joys discover. 
And lose the husband in the lover I 
May that fair bosom never know 
What 'tis to feel the restless woe 
Which stings the soul, with vain r^ret, 
Of him who never can forget ! " (*) 



THE COENELrAN.(») 

No Specious splendour of this stone 
Endears it to my memory ever ; 

(1] Then renea wire wriltgn U Hnrowgtte, la AnguM 1S06. — Z 
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With lustre only ooce it shane, 

And blushes modest as the giver.(i) 

Some, who can roeer at friendship's ties, 

Have, for my weakness, oft reproved me 
Yet still the simple gift I prize, — 
- For I am sure the giver loved me> 

He offer'd it with downcast look. 
As fearful that I might refuse it; 



Ulocd, tiii«qiieiiUi, « lenllment of the raort ron 

(1) In ■ tettffl la Mlu Plgal, of Southwell, wriUen In June, 1S07, Lord 
Byron Chui dcUTTlbei Eddlatonei _ " He It euctl; to an boar tw ,eui 

' iinfe IL" Eddlcctone, on leanng 




Wie penon who give it to m^ when I wj 
though m long dme bu elapsed lince we met 
IpoiHHed of Ihit penon (In whom 1 wu letr u 



thv ht* of hiM wbo fi>rmed the lubjwt of our conTerutlon, jou mij tell 

and Idltlou thU I hiTt bU between Ttxf and the end D( Augiut" 

Ttacomelian hnrt wai tetumed acmrilngly; ud, iDdMd, MIh Plgot 
temlnded Lonl Djnm that he had leA it with her aa a di^oait, not ■ fUt 
It k BOW to Um TMaMrin <tf (to Hio. Mn Ldsk. — E 
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I told him when the gift I took. 
My only fear should be to lose it. 

This pledge attentively I view'd, 
And sparkling as I held it near, 

Methought one drop die stone bedew'd, 
And ever since I've loved a tear. 

Still, to adorn his humble youth, 

Nor wealth nor birth their treasures yield; 
But he who seeks the flowers of truth. 

Must quit the garden for the field. 

'Tis not the plant uprear'd tn doth. 

Which beauty shows, and sheds perAime ; 

The flowers which yield the most of both 
Id Nature's wild luxuriance bloom. 

Had Fortune aided Nature's care, 

For once forgetting to be blind, 
His would have been an ample share. 

If well proportion'd to his mind. 

But had the goddess clearly seen. 
His form bad fix'd her fickle breast; 

Her countless ht^rds would bis have been. 
And none remain'd to give the rest. 
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AN OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE, 



SiNCX the refinement of this polish'd age 
Has swept immoral raillery from the stage ; 
Since taste has now expunged licentious wit. 
Which Btamp'd disgrace on all aa author writ; 
Since now to please with purer scenes we seek, 
Nor dare to call the blush from Beauty's cheek ; 
Oh I let the modest Muse some pity claim, 
And meet indulgence, though she find not &me. 
Still, not for her alone we wish respect. 
Others appear more ctmacious of defect: 
To-night no veteran Roscii you behold. 
Id all the arts of scenic action old; 
No Cooke, no Kemble, can salute you here, 
No Siddona dr^w the sympathelJc tear; 
To-night you throng to witness the dibul (') 
^Of eml^o actors, to the Drama new : 

' (1) " 'Wfaen I wu ( |«ith, t vu reckoned a good •oat. Betida Bb- 
mwipeeclm, In which 1 •hone, I ennrtfd Penraddocfc, in the " Whedof 
ronaae,"iii THMrun nckle. In the ftrce of " The WaUwroict^" ibc 
■hne Biibu, In Hme pdYiit U»thciili M Southwetl, In 1K16, witta gnrt 
applaiitt. ^lie occuiomil prolcpie (br our volunteer pJaj w» bIid ot nv 
eviqioiltinn. Tbe other psfonDen vera roung lAdice and gvnUtfacfi of 
-th« nelfhbatrduod ; tai tbe whole wvnt off with great efiM upon out 
geoJ.ntimJ endlfnir." — Df»y, leSL 

iSi Thli prologiie wh mlttn bj the TSUDg pcM, between itigei, m fata 
\r*j ftmn Haimwgite On getting Into the cuniiige at CtaeiterB^ be 
mU to hi) canpudoD, " Nov, Plgot,I1Iiptnapn4iiBueAiri«r|iliTi~ ud 
beftrrethcTnaebedllHKfteU be bed completed bli teOi, — Intem^Uns, 
fiolT onc^ fall rhTmlng rvrvrie^ to uk the pnfieT proDObeinClaa of tb« 

Aencb word ** dAid," and, on bring - .- . .. 

gamdlj), eid^nalng, " A^, that w 
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Here, then, our almost unfiedged wings we try ; 

Clip not our pinions ere the birds can fly i 

FaUing in this our first attempt to soar, 

Drooping, alas I we All to rise no more. ' 

Not one poor trembler only fear betrays, 

Who hopes, yet almost dreads, to meet your praise ; 

But all our dramatis personie wait 

In fond BUspeDSe this crisis of their ftte. 

No venal views our progress can retard, 

Your generous plaudits are our sole reward ; 

For these, each Hero all his power displays. 

Each dmid Heroine shrinks before your gaze. 

Surely the last will some protection find ; 

None to the softer sex can prove unkind : 

While Youth and Beautf form the femide shield, 

The sternest censor to the &ir must yield. 

Yet, should our feeble efforts nought avail, 

Should, after all, our best endeavours &a\, 

Still let some mercy in your bosoms live, 

And, if joa can't applaud, at least forgive. 



ON THE DEATH OF MR. FOX, 



" Our natJon's foes lament on Fox'b death, 
But bless the hour when Pitt resign'd his breath : 
Hiese fieelings wide, let sense and truth undue, 
We give tile pahn wh^e Justice points its due." 
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Oh &ctious viper I whose envetiom'd tooth 
Would mau^e stiU the dead, perverting truth ; 
What though our " nstion'B foes " iBment the fiit^ 
With generous feeling, of the good and greatt 
Shall dastard tongues essay to blast the name 
Of him whose meed exists in endless fame? 
When Pitt expired in plenitude of power, 
Though ill success obscured his dying hour. 
Pity her dewy wings before him spread, 
For BcAAe spirits " war not with the dead : " 
His fi-iends, in tears, a last sad requiem gave. 
As all his enwa slumber'd in the grave; 
He sunk, an Atlas bending 'neath the wei^t 
Of cares o'erwhehning our conflicting state : 
When, lo I a Hercules in Fox appcar'd, 
Who for a time the niin'd fabric rear'd: 
He, too, is fall'n, who Britain's loss supplied, 
With him our fast-reviving hopes have died ; 
Not one great people only raise his urn, 
All Europe's &r-extended regions mourn. 
" These feelings wide, let sense and truth tmclue. 
To give the palm where Justice points its due ; " 
Yet let not canker'd Qalumny assail. 
Or round our statesman wind her gloomy veil. 
Fox I o'er whose corse a mourning world must 

weep, 
Whose dear remains in honour'd marble sleep ; 
For whom, at last, e'en hostile nations groan> 
While friends and foes alike his talents own ; 
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Fox shall in BriUin'i future Bnaals ihinei 
NoF e'en to Pitt the patriot's palm resign ; 
Which Envy, wearing Candour's sacred mask, 
For Pitt, aod Pitt alone, haa dared to ask. (■) ' 



THE TEAR. 



When Friendship or Love our sympathies move. 
When Truth in a glance should appear. 

The lips may beguile with a dimple or smile, 
But the test of affecdm 's a Tear. 

Too oft is a smile hut the hypocrite's wile. 

To mask detestation or fear ; 
Give me the soft s^, whilst the soul-teDing eye 

Is dimm'ilfi>r a time with a Tear. 

Mild Charity's glow, to us mortals beknr. 
Shows the soul from barbarity clear ; 

Compassion wilt melt where this virtue ii fel^ 
And its dew is diffined in a Tear. 

The man dooro'd to saO with the blast of the gale. 

Through billows Atlantic to steer, 
Ashebendso'erthe wave which maysoon he his grave, 

The greoi sparkles bright with a Tear. 

be w~Tiinj fiat, nd lad 
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The MldJer braves death for a fandliil wreath 

In Glory's romantic. career; 
But he raises the foe when in battle laid low. 

And bathes every wound with a Tear. 

If with high-bounding pride he return to his bride, 
Renouncing the gore-crimson'd spear, 

All his toils are repaid when, embracing the maid, 
From her eyelid he kisses the Tear. 

Sweet scene of my youth ! (>) seat of Friendship 
and Truth, 

Where love chased each &£t-fieeting year. 
Loth to leave thee, I moum'd, for a last look I tum'd, 

But thy spire was scarce seen through a Tear. 

Though my tows I can pour to my Mary no mwe. 

My Mary to LaTe:once so dear. 
Id the shade of her bower I remember the hour 

She rewarded those vows with a Tear- 

By another possest, may she live ever blest I 
Her name still my heart must revere : 

With a sigh I resign what I once thought was miDe, 
And forgive her deceit with a Tear. 

Ye fidends of my heart, ere from you I depart, 
This hope to my breast is most near ; 

If Agtun we shall meet in this rural retreat. 
May we meet, as we part, with a Tear. 
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When my soul wings her flight to the regions of 
night, 

And my corse shall recline on its bier, 
As ye pass by the tomb where my ashes consume, 

Oh I moisten their dust with a Tear. 

May no marUe bestow the splendour of woe 

Which the children of vanity rear r 
No fiction of fame shall blazon my name. 

All I ask— all I wish— is a Tear. 

October 36t)i, 1806. 



Why, Pigot, cmnplain of this damsel's disdam. 

Why thus in despair do you fret ? 
For months you may try, yet, believe me, a sigh 

Will never obtain a coquette. 

Would you teach her to love? for a time seem to 
rove; 

At first she may frown in a pet ; 
But leave her awhile, she shortly will smile, 

And then you may kiss your coquette. 

For such are the airs of these &ncifii] &urs, 

They think all our homage a debt : 
Yet a partial neglect soon takes an effect, 

And humbles the proudest coquette. 
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IKuemble yonr paio, and lengthen your diain, 

And seem her hauteur to regret ; 
If again you ahali aigh, she no more will deny 

Hiat yours a the rosy coquette. 

If still, from false pridei your pangs ^e deride> 

This whimsical virgin forget ; 
Some other admire, who will melt with your fire, 

And laugh at the little coquette. 

For met I adore some twenty or morci 
And love them most dearly ; but yet, 

Though my heart they enthral, I 'd abandon them all, 
Did they act like your blooming coquette. 

No longer repine, adopt this design, 

And break through her slight-woven net; 

Away with despair, no longer forbear 
To fly from the captious coquette. 

Tlien quit her, my friend I your bosom defend. 

Ere quite with her snares you 're beset : . 
Lest your deep-wounded heart, when incensed 1^ the 
smart, 
Should lead you to curse the coquette. 

October STth, 1B06. 
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TO THE SIGHING STEEPHON. 

Your pardon, my friend, if my rhymes did ofiend, 

Your pardon, a thousand times o'er; 
From friendship I strove your pangs to remove, 

But I swear I will do so no more. 

Since your beautiful mud your flame has repaid, 

No more I your folly r^et ; 
She's now most divine, and 1 bow at the shrine 

Of this quickly reformed coquette. 

Yet still, I must own, I should never have known 
Rrom your verses, what else she deserved ; 

Your pain seem'd so great, I pitied your fete, 
As your feir was so devilish reserved. 

Since the balm-breathing kiss of this magical miss 
Can such wonderful transports produce ; 

Since the « world you forget, when your lips once 
have met," 
My counsel wUl get hut abuse. 

You say, when ■' I rove, I know nothing of love ;" 

'Tig true, I am given to range : 
If I rightly remember, I've loved a good number. 

Yet there's pleasure, at least, in a change. 

I will not advance, by the rules of romance. 

To humour a whimsical fair ; 
Though a smilemaydelight^etafrown won't afirii^t, 

Or drive me to dreadEuI despair. 
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While my blood is thus warm I ne'er thall refi 
To mix in the Platoniats' school ; 

Of this I am sure, was my passion so pure, 
Thy mistress would think me a fool. 

And if 1 should shun every woman for one, 
Whose image must fill my whole breast — 

Whom I must prefer, and sigh but for her — 
What an insult 'twould be to the rest I 

Now, Strcphon, good bye ; I cannot deny 
Your passion appears most absurd; 

Such lore as you plead is pure love indeed. 
For it only consists in the word. 



TO ELIZA. (') 



Eliza, what fools are the Mussulman sect, 

Who to woman deny the soul's iiiture existence ; 

Could they see thee, Eliza, they'd own their defect, 
And this doctrine would meet with a general 
resistance. 

Had their prophet possess'd half an atom of sense. 
He ne'er would have women from paradise driven ; 

Instead of his honris, a flimsy pretence, 
With women alone he had peopled his heaven. 



u Eliubeth Flgut, at SouthvcU, to 
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Yet Bt31, to increase your calamitiea more, 

Not coiit«nt with depriving your bodies of apirit, 

He allots one poor huBband to share amongBt four 1 — ■ 
With souls you'd dispense ; but this last, who could 
bear it? 

His religion to please neither party is made ; 

On husbands 'tis hard, to the wives most uncivil ; 
Still I can't contradict, what so oft has been said, 

" Though women are angels, yet wedlock 's the 
devil." 



LACHIN T GAIH. (1) 

Away, ye gay landscapes, ye gardens of roses I 

In you let the minions of luxury rove ; 
Restore me the rocks, where the snow-flake reposes, 

Though still they are sacred to freedom and love ; 
Yet, Caledonia, beloved are thy mountains, 

Round their white summits though elemeats war ; 
Though cataracts foam 'stead of smooth-flowing 
fountains, 

I sigh for the valley of dark Loch na Garr. 



ae of Uie euly put of mr life, the tecoUection of nhlcb hi 
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Ah I there my young footstepi in infimcy wander'd ; 

My cap was the bonnet, my cloak WBB the plaid ;(') 
On chieftains long perith'd my memory ponder'd. 

As daily I strode through the pine-cover'd glade : 
I sought not my home till the day's dying glory 

Gave place to die rays of the bright polar star ; 
For ftnt^ was cheer'd by traditional story, 

Disclosed by the natives of dark Loch na Crarr. 

" Shades of the dead 1 have I not heard your voices 

Rise on the night-rolling breath of the gale ? " 
Surely the soul of the hero rejoices, 

And rides on the wind, o'er his own Highland 
vale. 
Round Loch na Garr while the stormy mist gathers, 

Winter presides in his cold icy car: 
Clouds there encircle the forms of my lathers ; 

Ihey dwell in the tempests of dark Loch na Garr. 

" ni starr'd, (f) though brave, did no visions foreboding 
Tell you that fate had forsaken your cause? " 

Ah I were you destined to die at Culloden, (*) 
Victory crown'd not your fall with applause ; 

(!) This worA it etnmfjutly prooijantfd plod ; the proper pronunditlon 



I aUude hen to ror miternal uiceeton, ** the Cffrdomt,'* wnj Df 
n Ibught fbr the ui^brtuiute Prince Chules, better knowo bj the 
naofthePretnddi, Hill biuKh wm neul; aaUed by blood, h well u 

~ . Oeorce, theiecoodEulof Huntl^,iurded 

luit, dau^ter of Jboue the FlHt of SoHUnd 
the tblrd, air WUUm OoidoD, 1 huTc the hoDaiu 
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Stni were you h^py in death's earthy slumber, 
You rest with your clan in the caves of Braemar ; (') 

The pibroch resounda, to the piper's loud number, 
Your deeds on the edioes of dark Loch oa Gair. 

Years have roll'd oa. Loch na Garr, since I left you, 

Years must elapse ere I tread you again : 
Nature i^ verdure and flow'rs has bereft you, 

Yet still are you dearer than Albioa's plain. 
England I thy beauties are tame and domestic 

To one who has roved on the mountains afar ; 
Oh for the crags Uiat are wild and majestic I 

The steep frowning glwies of dark Loch na 
Garr I (2) 



of [b« Higbluidi » eaOM. IVre li ■!» ■ Ciutlc of 




neir nature held m« in . 
The infuiAaptun itilL lunlved ttie twj, 
■ ABd Lodi n* Omt with Ida iook'd o'er Tloj, 
Hii'd Celtic memoria iiiUi the Phtigitn Douat, 
And Highland linn> with Canalle'i cleu; fount.'' 
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Parent of golden dreams, RomoDce I 

Auspicious queen of childish joye, 
Who lead'et along, in airy dance, 

Thy Totive train of giris and boys ; 
At length, in spells do longer bound, 

I break the fetters of my youth ; 
No more I tread thy mystic round, 

But leave thy realms for those of Truth. 

And yet 'tis hard to quit the dreams 

Which haunt the unsuspicious soul. 
Where every nymph a goddess seems. 

Whose eyes through rays immortal roll; 
While Fancy holds her boundless Teign, 

And all assume a varied hue ; 
When virgins seem no longer vain, 

And even woman's smiles are true. 

And must we own thee but a name, 
And from thy hall of clouds descend? 

Nor find a sylph in every dame, 
A Pylades (') in every friend? 



(1] It ll hudlT neceiHI; U tii, Uiit Pgrkdl 
Orettef, *tid ■ putDcr Ln onft of th«e fHendftl 
AcbUIei and PhIiocIui, NIiui and EurjAlui, D 
been Jumdcd down td poateritr u remarkalde i 
vblcb InaJlprobal^ty DFvemLitFdbeyoEidUii 
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But leave at once thy realms of air 
To mulling bands of fairy elves ; 

Confess that woman 's false as fiur, 

And friends have feeling for — themselves ? 

With shame I own I've felt thy sway ; 

Repentant, now thy reign is o'er ; 
No more thy precepts I obey, 

No more on &ncied pinions soar- 
Fond foot I to love a sparkling eve. 

And think that eye to truth was dear ; 
To trust a passing wanton's sigh, 

And melt beneath a wanton's tear [ 

Romance I disgusted with deceit, 

Far from thy motley court I fly, 
Where Affectation holds her seat, 

And sickly Sensibility; 
Whose silly tears can never flow 

For any pangs excepting thme ; 
Who turns aside from real woe, 

To steep in dew thy gaudy shrine. 

Now join with sable Sympathy, 

With cypress crown'd, array'd in weeds. 
Who heaves with thee her simple sigh. 

Whose breast for every bosom bleeds; 
And call thy sylvan female choir. 

To mourn a sw^ for ever gone. 
Who once could glow with equal fire, 

But bends not now before thy throne. 
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Ye genial nymphs, whose ready tears 

On all occasions swiftly flow ; 
Whose bosoms heave with &ncied fearSf 

With ^cied flames and phrensy glow ; 
Say, will you mourn my absent name, 

Apostate from your gentle train p 
An in&nt bard at tea£t may claim 

From you a sympathetic etrain. 

Adieu, fond race ! a long adieu I 

The hour of fete is hovering nigh ; 
E'en now the gulf appears in view, 

Where unl&mented you must lie ; 
Oblivion's blackening lake is seen. 

Convulsed by gales you cannot weather; 
Where you, and eke your gentle queen, 

Alas I must perish altogether. 



ANSWER TO SOME ELEGANT VERSES SENT 
BY A FRIEND TO THE AUTHOR, COMPLAIN- 
ING THAT ONE OF HIS DESCRIPTIONS WAS 
RATHER TOO WARMLY DRAWN. 

" But if ad; old ladr, knight, prLot, or phrt^din, 

If £i»d Mldun Sqiunlum mf work ihoukl «biUF, 

NncBatAGmiit. 

Candour compels me, Becher I (i) to commend 
■ The verse which blends the censor with the friend. 

(1) The Rei. John Bwhti, prebendarj of Southwell, the welliooini 
author of Kvenl phUuiIhropic pUni for the imf Uontlon of the condition 
i^tticpDC*. In Ihli genllemui the jouihful poet nnind Dot OD]j an honat 
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Your atroDg yet just reproof extorts applause 
From me, the heedless and imprudent cause. 
For this wild error which perrades my straia, 
I sue &>r pardon, — must I sue in vain? 
The wise sometimes from Wisdom's ways depart ; 
Can youth then hush the dictates of the heart? 
Precepts of prudence curb, but can't control. 
The fierce emotions of the flowing souL 
When Love's delirium haunts the ^wing mind. 
Limping Decorum lingem for behind : 
Vainly the dotard mends her prudish pace, 
Outstript and vanquish'd in the mental chase. 
The young, the old, have worn the chains of love : 
Let those they ne'er confined my lay reprove : 
Let those whose souls contemn the pleasing power 
Their censures on the hapless victim shower. 
Oh I how I hate the nerveless, frigid song. 
The ceaseless echo of the rhyming throng, 
Whose labour'd lines in cfaS&g irambers flow, 
To paint a pang the author ne'er can know I 
The artless Helicon I boast is youth ; — 
My lyre, the heart ; my muse, the simple truth. 
Far he't from me the " virgin's mind " to " taint : " 
Seduction's dread is here no slight restraint. 
The maid whose virgin breast is void of guile. 
Whose wishes dimple in a modest smile. 



ly poetliad bvitllng^ in 
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Whose downcast eye disdains the wantoa leer, 
Firm in her virtue's strength, yet not severe — 
She whom a conscious grace shall thus refine 
Will ne'er be " tainted " by a strwn of mine. 
But for the nymph whose premature desires 
Tonnent her bosom with unholy fires, 
No net to snare her willing heart is spread ; 
She would have fallen, though she ne'er had read. 
For me, I iain would please the chosen few, 
Whose souls, to feeling and to nature true. 
Will spare the childish verse, and not destroy 
The light effusions of a heedless boy. 
I seek not glory from the senseless crowd; 
Of &icied laurels I shall n^'er be proud : 
Their warmest plaudits I would scarcely prize, 
Their sneers or censures I alike despise. 

Mofember S6. 1806. 



ELEGY ON NEWSTEAD ABBEY. (') 

"It !• theTolM of yeara UiM «re gonel they roll before me with ill 

Newstead I last-falling, once-resplendent dome ! 

Reli^on's shrine t repentant Henry's (3) pride I 
Of warriors, monks, and dames the cloister'd tomb. 

Whose pensive shades around thy ruins glide. 
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Hail to thy pile I more lionoiv'd in thy &11 
Than modern mansions in their pillar'd state ; 

Proudly majestic frowns thy vaulted hall. 
Scowling defiance on the blasts of fate. 

Ko mail-clad serfs ('), obedient to their lord, 
In grim array the crimson cross (^) demand ; 

Or gay assemble round the festive board 
Their chiefs retainers, an immortal band : 

Else might inspiring Fancy's magic eye 

Retrace their progress through the lapse of time, 

Marking each ardent youth, ordain'd to die, 
A votive pilgrim in Judea's clime. 

But not from thee, dark, pile 1 departs the chief; 

His feudal realm in other regions lay : 
In thee the wounded conscience courts relief, 

Retiring from the garish blaze of day. 

Yes I in thy gloomy cells and shades profound 
The monk abjured a world he ne'er could view ; 

Or blood-stain'd guilt repenting solace found, 
Or innocence from stern oppression flew. 

A monarch bade thee from that wild arise, 
Where Sherwood's outlaws once were wontto prowl ; 

And Superstition's crimes, of various dyes. 
Sought shelter in the priest's protecting cowL 

(1) tliki wend iiiuedbrWulta Scott, In hit FOOD, " Tbe WUd Hunti- 
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Where now the grasB exhales s mnHcy dew. 

The humiil pall of life-exdngui^'d clay. 
Id sainted fame the sacred fadiers grew, 

Nor raised their pious voices but to pray- 
Where Sow the bats their wavering wings extend 
Sooa aa the glofimiDg(i) spreads her waning 

The choir did oft their minting vespers Mend, 
Or matm orisons to Mary (3) paid. 

Years roll on years ; to ages, ages jdeld ; 

Abbots to abbots, in a tine, succeed : 
Hellion's charter their potecting shidd 

Till royal sacrilege their doom decreed. 

Oue holy Hbhkt rear'd the gothic walls. 
And bade the pious inmates rest in peace ; 

Another Hinrt (^) the kind gift recalls, 
And bids devotion's hallow'd echoes ceaae. 

Vain is each threat or supplicating prayer ; 

He drives them exiles tram their blest abode. 
To roam a dreary world in deep despair — 

No friend, no home, no refiige, but their God. 



(II Ai " gloualDg,- the gDotU^ wotd lot Cwillgbt, li flu 
bjDi. Hoonin hit Ldtcn UrBurm, I hsit lentunid ta u 
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Hark how the hall, resounding to the strain, 
Shakes with the martial music's navel din I 

The heralds of a warrior's haugh^ reign, 
High crested banners wave thy walls withm. 

Of chan^ng sentinels the distant hum, 

The mirth of feasts, the dang of buruish'd arms, 

The brajii^ trumpet and the hoarser drum. 
Unite in omcert with increased alarms. 

An abbey once, a regal fortress (') now. 

Encircled by insulting rebel powers, 
War's dread machines o'erhang thy threatening brow, 

And dart destruction in sulphureous showers. 

Ah vain defence ! the hostile traitor's siege, 

Thoughoftrepulsed, by guile o'ercomes the brave; 

His thronging foes oppress the faithful hege, 
Rebellion's reeking standards o'er him wave. 

Not unavenged the raging baron yields ; 

Tlie blood of traitors smears the purple plain ; 
Unconquer'd still, his &ldiion there he wields, 

And days of glory yet for him remain. 

Still in that hour the warrior wished to strew 
Self-gather'd laurels on a self'Sought grave ; 

But Charles' protecting genius hither flew, 

The monarch's friend, the monarch's hope, to 
save. 

(1) irewUailiuniiJiiediogiUUIeriitilcilegeintbewarbeCimCtairial. 
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Trembling, she snatched him(i) from th' unequal 
strife, 
In other fields the torrent to repel ; 
For nobler combats, here, reserved his life, 
To lead the band where godlike Falkland (2) 
feU. 

Prom thee, poor pile I to lawless plunder given, 
Whilo dying groans their painful requiem sound. 

Far different incense now ascends to heaven. 
Such victims wallow on the gory ground. 

There many a pale and ruthless robber's corse. 
Noisome and ghast, defiles thy sacred sod ; 

O'er minting man, and horse commix'd with horse. 
Corruption's heap, the savage spoilers trod. 

Graves, long with rank and sighing weeds o'erspread, 
Ransack'd, resign perforce their mortal mould : 

From ruffian fangs escape not e'en the dead. 
Raked from repine in search for buried gold. 

Hiuh'd is the harp, unstrung the warlike Ijre, 
The minstrel's palsied hand reclines in death ; 

No more he strikes the quivering chords with fire, 
Or sings the glories of the martial wreath. 

(1) Lend B]mHl,uldhLibTa(her Sir 'WUIiun.beMhlgbeanmindlllltlK 
rvjalamj. Tberbmiftrwu ;en«il in i:blef in IrelADd, Ueutaupt otthe 
Towtr, and noremor ta Juiuai I>uke of york, Bftmvmrdl OlA unhipfiT 
JlHIia IL { Uk lltur had m princdpil ihire In manj utliiiii. 

(S) Ludiu Cirr, Iurd VlM»unt FdklHid, the mcKt wxompUthed man 
id b\t nge. wu klllEd mt tbe buttle oC Vewbor/, cbuglnc in tba nub of 
Lord Bttoq'j nginuut otHKwalrj. 
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At length the sated murderers, gorged with prey, 
Retire ; the clamour of the fight is o'er ; 

Silence ag^ resumes her awful sway,. 
And sable Horror guards the raasBy door. 

Here Desolation holds her dreary court : 
What satellites declare her dismal reign I 

Shrieking their dirge, ill-omened birds resort, 
To flit their vigils in the hoary fane. 

Soon a new mom's restoring beams dispel 
He clouds of anarchy from Britain's skies ; 

The fierce usurper seeks his native hell, 
And Nature triumphs as the tyrant dies. 

With storms she welcomes his expirmg groans ; 

Whirlwinds, responsive, greet his labouring 
breath ; 
Earth shudders as her caves receive his bones, 

Loathing (i) the offering of so dark a death. 

The legal ruler (^) now resumes the helm, 
He guides through gentle seas the prow of state ; 

Hope cheers, with wimted smiles, the peaceful 
realm, 
And heals the bleeding wounds of wearied hate. 



o dlTlne InterpMitlDii ; but whetb 
inch aieotlba occunenca u lulUd the lubject of m; 
(S) CbvlH IL 
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Ttie ^oomy tenaiitB, Newstesd I of thy cells. 
Howling, resign their vitiated neat ; 

Agab the master on his tenure dwells, 

Enjoy'd, from absence) with enn^tured zest. 

VaEsals, within thy hospitable pale, 

Loudly carousing, bless their lord's return; 

Culture again adorns the gladdening vale. 

And matrons, onca lamenting, cease to mourn. 

A thousand songs on tunefnl echo float, 
Unwonted foliage mantles o'er the trees ; 

And hark I the horns proclaim a mellow note, 
The hunters' cry hangs lengthening on the breeze. 

Beneath their coursers' hoofs the valleys shake ; 

What fears, what anxious hopes, atteud the 
chase I 
The dying stag seeks refuge in the Lake ; (}) 

Exulting shouts announce the finished race. 

Ah happy days t too happy to endure I 

Such simple aporls our pl^n forefathers knew : 

No splendid vices glitter'd to allure ; 

Their joys were many, as their cares were few. 
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From these descending, sons to sires 8ara;eed ; 

Time steals aloi^, and Death uprears his dart ; 
Another chief impels the foamii^ steed. 

Another crowd pursue the panting hart. 

Newstead I what Baddening change of scene ia thine I 
Thy yawning arch betokens slow decay ; 

The last aad youngest of a ncble line 
Now holds thy mouldering turrets in his sway. 

Deserted now, he sciuis thy gray worn towers ; 

Thy vaullfl, ^ere dead of feudal ages sleep ; 
Thy clobters, pervious to the wintry showers ; 

These, these he views, and views them but to 
weep- 
Yet are his tears no emblem of r^ret : 

Cheiish'd affection only bids them flow. 
Pride, hope, and love, forbid him to forget, 

But warm his bosom with impaaaion'd glow. 

Yet he prefers thee to the gUded domes 
Or gew^w grottos of the viunly great ; 

Yet lingers 'mid thy damp and mossy tombs. 

Nor breathes a murmur 'gainst the will of &te.(') 



fane thU ftide 
wm enaoie me ta luppart difflcuMra, 1 can endiire pii^ 
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Haply thy eiin, emerging, yet may shine, 
Thee to irradiate with meridian ray ;(}) 

Hours splendid as the past may still be thine, 
And bless thy future as thy former day. (*) 



CHILDISH RECOLLECTIONS. (>) 



When slow Disease, with all her host of pains. 
Chills the warm tide which flows along the veins ; 
When Health, affrighted, spreads her rosy wing. 
And flies with every changing gale of spring ; 



(i)7lHnidnirbDtuni>frDnithiiElFg;tothcitlluiud<«IlptlnoriI«r- 
neail AUwy ud the IIUTOuiidlng iceneiy, !a the UiirtHDlll canto of Doo 
Juan, EuiDM Ml to ranuk bow frequentlr the Lading tlioughtiin the two 
^«vi uetfaE aame-f or to be delighted And lDBtruct«d, In compulDg the 
jDTenLlo iketch with the bold Lout;heft uii mollav cidourlng of the inuta*! 
lecture. -E] 

(3J Thcte venet weie compoeed while Lord Bttdd wat mflfarlrjg uoAer 
arren ULncH uid depnulon of if^tA. " 1 wu laid," be uyi, " on my 



Tiled of the dull, uneailng, coploiu itndn, 
Hj loiU it putlnf to be fte« Jifain. 
FVeweU I ye afinplii propltlDui to mj rme. 
Some other Dudkid will yooi chunu reheuie 
Some other paint fa Ea |l■Il^■^ In hope of Mill, 
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Not to the aching frame alone confined, 
Unyielding pai^a assail the drooping mind : 
What grisly forms, the spectre-train of woe, 
Bid shuddering Nature shrink beneath the blow, 
With Resignation wage relentless strife. 
While Hope retires ^pall'd, and clings to life. 
Yet less the pang when, through the tedious hour. 
Remembrance sheds around her genial power> 
Calls back the vanish'd days to rapture given, 
When love was bliss, and Beauty form'd our heaven ; 
Or, dear to youth, portrays each childish scene. 
Those feiry bowers, where all in turn have been. 
As when through clouds that pour the si 
The orb of day unveils his distant form, 
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Gilds with faint beamg the crygtal dews of rain, 
And dimly twinklee o'er the wateiy plain ; 
Thus, while the future dark and cheerless gleams, 
The sun of memory, glowing through my dreams. 
Though sunk the radiance of his former blaze. 
To scenes tar distant points his paler rays ; 
Still rules my senses with unbounded sway, 
The past confounding with the present day. 

Oft does my heart indulge the rising thought, 
WhicJi stUI recurs, unlook'd for and unsought ; 
My soul to Fancy's fond suggestion yklds, 
And roams romantic o'er her aiiy fields; 
Scenes of my youth, developed, crowd to view, 
To which I long have bade a last adieu [ 
Seats of delight, inspiring youthful themes ; 
Friends lost to me for aye, except in dreams ; 
Some who in marble prematurely sleep. 
Whose forms I now remember but to weep ; 
Some who yet urge the same scholastic course 
Of early science, future feme the source ; 
Who, still contending in the studious race. 
In quick rotation fill the senior place. 
These with a thousand visions now unite, 
To dazzle, though they please, my aching sight. (■) 
Ida I blest spot, where Science holds her reign. 
How joyous once I join'd thy youthfiil train I 
Bright in idea gleams thy lofly spire, 
Agidn I mii^le with thy playful quire ; 
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Our tricks of mischief, every childish game, 
Unchanged by time or digtaoce, seem the same ; 
Through winding paths along the glade, I trace 
The social smile of every welcome &ce ; 
My wonted haunts, my scenes of joy and woe. 
Each early boyish friend, or youthful foe. 
Our feuds dissolved, but not my friendship past; — 
I bless the former, and forgive the last. 
Hours of my youth I when, nurtured in my breast, 
To love a strfmger, friendship made me blest ; — 
Friendship, the dear peculiar bond of youth, 
. When every artless bosom throbs with truth ; 
Untaught by worldly wisdom how to fe^n. 
And check each impulse with prudential rein ; 
When all we feel, our honest souls disclose: — 
In love to friends, in open hate to foes ; 
No vamigh'd tales the lips of youth repeat. 
No dear-bought knowledge purchased by deceit. 
Hypocrisy, the gifl of lengthen'd years, 
Matured by age, the garb of prudence wears. 
When now the boy is ripen'd into man. 
His careful sire chalks forth some wary plan : 
Instructs his son from candour's path to shrmk, 
Smoothly to speak, and cautiously to think ; 
Still to assent, and never to deny — 
A patron's praise can well reward the lie : 
And who, when Fortune's warning voice is heard, 
Would lose his opening prospects for a word ? 
Although against that word his heart rebel. 
And truth indignant all his bosom swell. 
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Away with themes like th^ t not mine the task 
From flattering fiends to tear the hateful mask ; 
Let keener bards delight in satire's sting ; 
My fancy soara not on Detraction's wing : 
Once, and but once, she aim'd a deadly blow, 
To hurl d^ance on a secret foe ; 
But when that foe, from feeling or from shame, 
The cause unknown, yet still to me the same, 
Warn'd by some friendly hint, perchance, retired, 
With this submission all her rage expired. 
From dreaded pangs that feeble foe to save, 
She bush'd her young resentment, and forgave ; 
Or, if my muse a pedant's portrait drew, 
FoMPosus' (') virtues are but known to few ; 
I never fear'd the young usurpw-'s nod. 
And he who wields must sometimes feel the rod. 
If since on Gtranta's failings, known to all 
Who ^are the converse of a college hall, 
She sometimes trifled in a lighter strain, 
Tis past, and thus she will not sin again, 
Soon must her early song for ever cease, 
And all may rwl when I shall rest in peace. 

Here first remember'd be the joyous band, 
Who bail'd me chief (3), (d)edient to' command; 

(1) Dr. Bulls, lM*d-mut« at Hutdw Ktaool. Hid Lud Brroa fub- 

llfhed anoUier edition of th«e poemi, \t Bpp«n, ft 
tall biDdwrldng, to lure been hi* InEcnClon, kniteAd i 
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Who jotn'd with me in every boyMi sport— 

Thtir first adviser, find their tut resort ; 

Nor shrunk beneUh the upstart pedanfe frown, 

Or all the sable glories of his gown ; (') 

Who, thus tranefdimted from his father's school — 

Unfit to gorem, ignonuit of rule — 

Succeeded him, whom all unite to praise. 

The dear precqttor of my early d^a ; 

pROB0s (3), the pride of science, and the boast, 

To Ida now, alas I for ever lost. 
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With him, for years, we search'd the classic page. 
And fear'd the master, though we loved the sage : 
Retired at last, his small yet peaceful seat 
From leambg's labour is the bleat retreat. 
PoMPOsus fills hifi magisterial chair ; 
POMPOsus governs, — but, my muse, ibrbear:(i) 
Contempt, In silence, be the pedant's lot ; 
His name and precepts be alike forgot; 
No more his mention shall my verse degrade, — 
To him my tribute is already paid. 

High, through those elms, with hoary branches 
crown'd, 
Fair Ida's bower adorns the landscape round ; 
There Science, from her &voar'd seat, surreys 
The vale where rural Nature claims her praise ; 
To her awhile resigns her youthful train. 
Who move in joy, and dance along the plain ; 
In scatter'd groups each favour'd haunt pursue ; 
Repeat old pastimes, and discover new ; 
Flush'd with his rays, beneath the noontide sun. 
In rival bands, between the wickets run, 
Drive o'er the sward the ball with active force, 
Ot chase with nimble feet its rapid course. 
But these with slower steps direct their way. 
Where Brent's cool waves in limpid currents stray; 
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While fohd^ few Bearch out some green retreat. 

And arbours shade them from the aumroer heat : 

Others, again, a pert and lively crew, 

Some rough and thoughtless stranger placed in view. 

With fi-oUc quaint their antic jests expose, 

And tease the grumblii^ rustic as he goes ; 

Nor rest with tiiis, but many a passing fray 

Tradition treasures for a future day : 

" 'Twaa here the gather'd swains for vengeance 

fought. 
And here we eam'd the conquest dearly boi^ht; 
Here have we fled before superim- might. 
And here renew'd the wild tumultuous fight," 
While thus our souls with early passions swell. 
In lingering tones resounds the dbtant bell ; 
Tb' allotted hour of daily sport is o'er. 
And Learning beckons from her temple's door. 
No splendid tablets grace her simple hall, 
But ruder records fill the dusky wall ; 
TTiere, deeply carved, behold 1 each tyro's name 
Secures its owner's academic fame ; 
Here mingling view the names of aire and son — 
The one long graved, the other just begun : 
lliese shall survive alike when son and sire 
Beneath one common stroke of fate expire : (') 
Perhaps their last memorial these alone. 
Denied in death a monumental stone. 
Whilst to the gale in mournful cadence wave 
The sighing weeds that hide their nameless grave. 

(1) Duiing ( nbdllon M Hainnr. tba poet pfercnted ttit ■cboul.ioom 
from bring burnt down, bj pdnClDg out to tbo boys ibe imiKi of thdi 
blben and gnbdrkUien oa the watlt. — E. 
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Aod here my aame, and mdny m early friend's, 
AJqng the wall m lengthen'd line extrada. 
Though Btill our deeds amiise the youthful r»ce, - 
Who tread our steps, and fill our former place, 
Who youQg obey'd their 1«^ in ailent awe, 
Whose npd conunanded, and whose voice was law ; 
And now, in turn, possess the rdna of power, 
To rule the little tyrants Of an hour ; — 
Though BometimeH, with the tales of ancient day, ' 
They pass the dreary winter's eve away — 
" And thus eur former riders st^ihiii'd the tide, 
And thus they dealt the cambat side by side ; 
Just in this place the mouldering Walls they scaled, 
Nor bolts nor bars against their strength avail'd;(l) 
Here Probus came, the rising iray to quel). 
And here he falter'd forth his last farewell ; 
And here one night abroad they dared to roam, 
While bold Pomposlts bravely staid at home;" — 
While thus they speak, the hour must sooo arrive. 
When names of these, like ours, alone survive: 
Yet a few years,- one general wreck will whelm 
The f^t remembrance of our fairy realm. 

Dear hraiest race I though now we meet no ntore, 
One last long look on what we were before — 
Our first kind greetings, and our last adieu — 
Drew tears from eyes unused to weep with you. 
Through splendid circles, fashion's gaudy. world. 
Where folly's glaring standard waves unfurl'd, 

(1) Lotd Br»n clHwtaeTB ttaiu d< 
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I plunged to droi^n in noise my fond regret) 
And all I sought or hoped w^ to forget. 
Vain wish ! if chance some well-remember'd face, 
Some old companion of my early race, 
Advanced to claim his friend with honest joy, 
My eyes, my heart, proclaim'd me still a boy; 
The glittering scene, the fluttering groups around, 
Were quite forgotten when my friend was found; 
The. smiles of Jieauty — (for, alas I I've known 
What 'tis to bend before Love's mighty throne) — 
The smiles of beauty, thot^h those smiles were dear, 
Could hardly charm me, wtien that friend was near : 
My thoughts bewijder'd in the fond surprise. 
The woods of Ida danced before my eyes ; 
I saw the sprightly wand'rers pour along, 
I saw and join'd again the joyous throng ; 
' Panting, agdin I traced her lofly grove. 
And friendship's feelings triuraph'd over loTe.(i) 



tlpUDD Of ^hat the ymuiB pod feU lo 1S0£. oa smaii- 
fOIld uij af bU talaiv KliDolleUon, fUb liu ihor^ of 
ich be i«OTdj an uxUhiEaI meeHiig with Lot4 CLue, oq ' 
m lumla and BD]D(ni in ISKl. "~ 




mducholj Ait. 

ftBsil OTCT I.«d Bjran'i bqa gwe InUnt plK* lo ttit Unliatjoj; bulit 
vu » (nut, tbU it iliiuiU defiilnd him of itmgth. A hatful piViif^i 



..Cooj^le 



136 HOURS OF IDLENESS. 

Yet, why should I alone with such delight) 
Ketr&ce the circuit of my former flight? 
Is there no cause beyond the common claim 
Endear'd to all in childhood's very name? 
Ah ! Bure some stronger impulse vibrates here, . 
Wbicli whispers friendship will be doubly dear 
To one who thus for kindred hearts must roam, 
And seek abroad the love denied at home. 
Those hearts, dear Ida, have I found in tbee — 
A home, a world, a paradise to me. 
Stem Death forbade my orphan youth to share 
The tender guidance of a &ther's (i) care. 
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Oiia,on«celrtnga 




iWH plunged. 


-hileTetabojr, In 




b»ut;. and taaDiii 


» or the mort cqiUnling grace. » 


n «po« the 


b^ of a noble ni 


me In «ir luiurloui metropoUi. Th' 




intrigue, wblchliu 


been grmielj talked of ai malklng hll i 


charact«wlth 


•omethlng like hoi 




r age At all 


WBiiU. aa Cqitain Bfton, iir*o died in /ui Uins-fifl* to", " 


ould hare had 


no Influence in dete 


raining the coune of hu ■on'i educaUc 


mcTFurmil., 


ItbdlfBouUtotjnd 


lenrtaod on vhit gioundi bit penonal 


Qualltie. hare 


been made the the 


me of diKUjaion, Co •*; nothing of mi\gr] 




idthninUem^n. 


jf Lori B. ot Rerie-i of Ihcw Hnoolr. 




Some unwonhn 


eflectioni on the tubject w^re baiudei 


1 in a Wogra- 


pblcal Uetch or th 


e noble Poet, preflHd to , French OKI 




of bi> woAi. wbl 




Omsei and then 


iDiiki which thae drew from the aon at the time will 


prohably go ftl to 


■often the general Impreteion reapectl 


ng the Attaer. 


A. the IHlEC whlc 







re quitting Italy, vo m 



=,Coo^lc 



HOURS OF IDLENESS. ] 

Can rank, or e'en a guardian's name, supply 
The love which glistens in a father's eye ? 
For this can wealth or title's sound atone, 
Made, by a pwent's early loss, my own? 
What brother springs a brother's love to seek? 
What sister's gentle kiss has prest my cheek ? 



am -mte (Itij Conjma ud HarchioniK of Cannutben) ^d dM die of 
frier, but oT 1 nuUd; wtaicb ihe ought b; havlpg iopTudedlly liuUUd 

and tliu ibe wouid have hhid prortd. I ihouU iidd. Out he lived i l«« 
time It Full, and wu in biUU of inUnuc; with (he old Muihil BInin, 
oommuduit of Ihe French guatdi, who, frDiiithe<bidlKrlt7ornitinei,Bnd 
Nonuui origin of our f^joll;, luppoMd Uu( tlwre vu umfldiitaiit hIkUdi]. 

lad grownen, — If the noUce ihould reach Eneluid, t *m «RiiD Ihit the 

unch n Ire loved each oth« ! and thli at leait lb 

AeitunorharflbhOfl wuIHJt a{^dicableEoiL irl 

that GOficemi ui alone, fca we are hit hdrt i and tiu we reproacn nun wjin 

It, I know no one *1k wbohaa a right to da lo. 

' "At to Ute Lord Byron, who killed He. Chaworth In a duel, K Or from 

T«tltiiig from the world, he made the tour of Europe, and wu a^^iolntcd 

Kilter of Ihe Stag-hounda. iftsr that erenl ; and did not ^ve up lodeCT 

duty. 80 fUframlMiDg any remoTHtbr having klUed Mr. Chawortb, 
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For me how dull the vacant momeDta rise, 
To no fond bosom link'd bj kimjred ties I 
Oft in the prc^era of some fleeting dream 
FVatemal smiles collected round me seem ; 
While Btill the visions to my heart ate presl. 
The voice of love will murmur in my rest : 
I hear — I wake — and in the sound rejoice t 
I hear again, — but, ah I no brother's voice. 
A hermit, 'midst of crowds, I fain must stray 
Alone, though thousand pilgrims fill the wSy; 
While these a diousand kindred wreaths entwine, 
I cannot call one single blossom mine: 
What then remains ? in solitude to groan, 
To mix in iriendship, or to sigh atone. (>) 
Hius must I cling to some endearing hand, 
And none more dear than Ida's social band. 



IilKe. Ttaii l> ■ loDg letta, ind pilnctpiJIr >l»ul mj tlimU; i but U In 
the /iiuJC dT my benaTalent bkiffrApbs. H« ma^ uy of me whiterei oi 

publijb Ibem, y«i would da 
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Akmso! (1) best and deotest of my iriends. 
Thy pante ennobles him who thus (>mtni»td« i 
From this fond tribute thou canst gain no praite ; 
The praise is his who now that tribute payt. 
Oh 1 in the promise of thy early youth, 
If hope anticipate the words of truth, 
Some loftier bard shaJl sing thy glorious name. 
To build his own upon thy deathless time. 
Friend of my heart, and foremost of the list 
Of those with whom! lired supremely blest. 
Oft have we drain'd the font of ancient lore ; 
Though drinking deeply, thirsting still the more. 



IdcdBjnHL Hi! 01 
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140 HOURS OF IDLENESS. 

Yet, when confinement's lingering hour was done, 

Our sports, our studies, and our souls were one : 

Together we impell'd the flying ball ; 

Together waited in our tutor's hall ; 

Together join'd in cricket's manly toil. 

Or shared the produce of the river's spoil ; 

Or, plunging from the green declining shore. 

Our pliant limbs the buoyant billows bore ; 

In every element, unchanged, the same. 

All, all that brothers should be, but the name. 

Nor yet are you forgot, my jocund boy 1 
Davus (1), the harbinger of childish joy ; 
For ever foremost in the ranks of fvn. 
The laughing herald of the harmless pun ; 
Yet with a breast of such materials made — 
Anxious to please, of pleasing half aii-aid ; 
Candid and liberal, with a heart of steel 
In danger's path, though not untaught to leeL 
Still I remember, in the factious strife. 
The rustic's musket aim'd against my life :(2) 

(1) Tlie Her. John CRdl Tattcnall, B. A., at Cbiist Churcta, Oifind 
wfao died Dec S 181S, it Hall'i PIicb, Kent, aged twnitJ.fDur. " HI 
mini," uyi a wiita in the Oent Mag., " wu comprehentive nti per 

to hjgainij, be wai h> Au from iiHuinmg the (Uk appeuvica g 
Tinue. that mnch of hli lesl eiccUence wu umeen, nh[ltt h« iiu awe 
to uknuvMge everr (Bult Into which he wu led. He wm ui vden 
Mend, ■ itnnger to feelingi of eninitT ; he llTCd In good fiiCh lowiid 

(tl The'iCicDoiu itrife" here recorded, «uticcidFntiill;brou«btonl^ 
the braiklDg Of at Khocl, and the dUminal of Ktnc iDlupteen from diill 
both huppenlDf at the ume hour. On thii occition, it ippoan, the but! 
end of ■ minket «u ilmed u Briofi'i heWI, ud would hue Riled him t 
the gmuDd, hut for the interpolCioD d TUIerull. — E. 
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High poised in lur the massy wetqun hung, 
A cry of horror burst from every tongue ; 
Whilst I, in combat with another foe, 
Fought on, unconscious of th' impending blow ; 
Your arm, brave boy, arrested his career — 
Forward you spnmg, insensible to fear ; 
Disarm*d and baffled by your conquering hand, 
The grovelling savage roU'd upon the sand : 
An act like this, con simple thanks repay ?{') 
Or all the labours of a grateful lay ? 
Oh no I whene'er my breast forgets the deed, 
That instant, Davus, it deserves to bleed. 

Ltccs I (2) on me thy claims are j ustly great : 
Thy milder virtues could my muse relate. 
To thee alone, unrivall'd, would belong 
The feeble efforts of my lengthen'd song.(3) 



(1): 


InlliepriTMeToI 


Dine: 








"ThmdM 
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worthj luch 1 ncriace." 
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ftiflDd. Lord CUrc, whvD we were both KbooJ-boyi; ind H 



(S) IntiwpiintaTOlimw, thelbDowiniUnBcaiicludi thlictunc(er:_ 



=,Coo^lc 



142 HOURS tar IDLCNESiB. 

Well canst tbou boiut, to lead in senates fit, 
A Spartan firmnese witli Ath«iian mt : 
Though yet in embryo these perfectitms shine, 
Lycus I thy Other's feme will soon be thine. 
Where learning nurtures the superior mind, 
What may ve hope from genius thus refined I 
When time at length matures thy growing years, 
How wilt thou tower above thy fellow peers ! 
Prudence a^d sense, a spirit bold and free, 
With honour's soul, united beam in thee. 

Shall feu: E17H1AH)S (•) pass by unsung? 
From ancient lineage, not unworthy sprung : 



: to pomii 1 fliiDd la tbH^ i 

It unhoped, UiQugb not uiuou; tat hf me. 
et kout wu tarok'A bt love Blooe, 



Proclalm'a a heut iJjilnicted ftom the earth. 
, Oft. ivtaeii dep^ell^4 wItJi tad fur^Kdlng glooB, 

I've Been tbo«e tjrmpathMic eytt D'erAow 
With kind campuilaa for tti; ccmitade-i woe; 
Oi when lea mimmful •ub>ecli fano'd our tfatnee, 

on halt thou noRi, In ftindihtp'i Bathing tone, 

(I) Q«argB.Jahb, Blth Eul DeliwaiT, barn Oct 3S. 1791 ; succeeded tali 
Duller, John-Rlchmri, July SS. 1795. Thia ancient family have been ba. 
root br the male line ftsm 13fa ; theli anntlcr, Ki Thomaa Weat, biviog 
beat Htrnmoned to parliament u Lotd West, the 16tb Eds, II. We Snd 
Uie following notice! In tome hitherto unpublished lecunoTLonlBTnn : — 

*> Harrow, Oct 25. ISOL — I; am happy enough and comftvtaMe bere. 
Mj Mendi are not numeroui, but select Among Uie prtnclp■^ I rank 
LonlDdawirr, who is lery amiable, and my'paitleulat friend." "NoT.C 
ISM— Lord IMawaiT li consldetabljr jaungir than me, but the moat 
good-tempered, amlatde, derer ftUos in Che oulTene. To all which b* 
■ddi tile qtuUtr (a food one in the e^ ot woma^J of belBg maAMj 
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What though one sad dissension bade us part, 

That name is yet embalm'd within my heart ; 

Yet at the mention does that heart rebound, 

And palpitate, responsive to Xhe sound: 

Envy dissolved our ties, and not our will : 

We once were friends, — ni think we are so stilL(i) 

A form unmatch'd in nature's partial mould, 

A heart untainted, we in thee behold : 

Yet not the senate's thunder thou shalt wield. 

Nor seek for glory in the tented field ; 

To minds of ruder texture these be given — 

Thy soul ^all nearer soar its native heaven. 

Haply, in polish'd courts might be thy seat, 

But that thy tongue could never forge deceit: 

The courtier's supple bow and sneering %nile, 

The flow of compliment, the slippery wile, 

Would make that breast with indignation hum. 

And all the glittering snares to tempt thee spurn. 

Domestic happiness will stamp diy &te ; 

Sacred to love, unclouded e'er by hate ; 

The world admire thee, and thy friends adore ; — 

Ambition's slave alone would toil for more. 



my rorclUhen, in ClmrtatlK Find CIdk, suTTlfd Into their bmilj."— E. 
(I) It liliDp«iilji«topeTUKtlwnjUoiriiigHtrMctora1'«eT>ddreuedto 
Lord Clue In Febnuir, 1807, wllhoul uknowlntging the noble cudour 
ud lUaKlenUoaniai of the wiilei. — " Vou will Ik utonlihEd to bur I 
bwre iHtelj wrlCten to DelawEiTT. tOr the purpoie ot oipijuniiig (h 1^ 
upci«ible,w1thout invfriviiif HnDedfiljWfitdraf minein thebudnevi,] the 
OMteoT mTbetaiflaurtohim Aurlng my lut reildenH U Hittsw, uhlcli 
IPOa will ncotlect wu ntber m caealttr. Since thut pBind I hiTe dlk 
covered he vu trettod with injiutia. tMMh b; Ihoie who mimpTcieiitAd 
Uicoridiict,«ndbrmelncoDkFquenceortboiTBUBseftlonL IbrnvOfthov- 
fOre, nude all the rejHivtiDD in my power, b; apolo^aliif fOr^y miitaku, 
tboo^ with Tory fUnt hopr* of lucceu. HDWcrer. 1 have eued my own 
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Now last, but nearest, of the social band, 
See honest, open, generous Cleon (■) stand ; 
With scarce one speck to cloud the pleasing scene, 
No vice degrades that purest soul serene. 
On the same day oiu- studious race begun. 
On the same day our studious race was run ; 
Thus side by side we pass'd our first career, 
Thus side by side we strove for many a year ; 
At lost concluded our scholastic life, 
We neither conquer'd in the classic strife : 
As speakers (^) each supports an equal name. 
And crowds allow to both a partial fame : 
To soothe a youthful rival's early pride. 
Though Cleon's candour would the palm divide, 
Yet candour's self compels me now to own 
Justice awards it to my friend alone. 

Oh I friends regretted, scenes for ever dear. 
Remembrance hails you with her warmest tear ! 
Drooping, she bends o'er pensive Fancy's um. 
To trace the hours which never can return ; 
Yet with the retrospection loves to dwell, (') 
And soothe the sorrows of her last &rewell I 
Yet greets the triumph of my boyish mind, . 
As infant laurels round my head were twined, 

tfwn unlntentiomtlf,. Injured any Imtivldual I b^ye dcme all that couU 
be done to repilr the ili)uiT."— K 

See p. 1S7. 
(S; Tbli alludei to tb* iniMlc ipeechu ddlTcred at the Khwl where the 

(3) Thiu In the pilTste nlaae — 
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When Proaus' praise repaid my lyric song, (') 

Or placed me higher In the studious throng ; 

Or when my firgt baraague received applause, (^) 

His sage instruction the primeval cause, 

What gratitude to him my soul possest, 

While hope of davning honours fill'd my breast t 

For alt my humble fame, to him alone 

TTie praise is due, who made that fame my own. (^) 

(1) " I rancmbn," uri Brmn, " that my dnt decLuutlon aBoniiheil 
Dr. DrurTJnloniiiuunirDnUdlRvhewuuononiciloriucbJ uidiuddeii 



fltf bit delivery did Lcrd ByrOD^ Bul» la my lurpfiH, hp tuddnly ^vcrgKl 

corertng m j impediment and iireguliilty on Uie whole. 1 queitlaned him, 
wby be had allered faii declBmUiad t He declared be had gude no alter, 
olioa, and did not know, n> ipeaklng, that he had deviated ttam 1[ one 
tetter. I betleved hlca, anil Ttom a knowled^ of hii temperament am con- 
Tlnced, thai, Mly linpieseed with theieiueiindiubitaiiceartheiublect, be 
waa buiried on to expreitioni and colouring more itrUtlng than what bka 



To HOthe tbe woei of which 1 thiu cvmip] 
What can •Tin thli thiltleH lou of time. 
To meanire mrTow In a Jingling rbyroel 

And heartleei tiTaDgers drop no fueling te 

'Hie imileA of beauty cannot check the il^ 
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Oh I could I soar ^ove these feeble htys. 
These young effiuions of my esrly days, 
To him my muse her noblest strain would give : 
The song might perish, but the theme might Uve> 



Git; delicti to bllgllt 11 



Tfatu cmrtng on wtth muy ■ reptile lUe, 
llj hoot It biUer, tbough my ctink naj (mil 
Nomon with former blUi my h«iirtU£ladi 
Hope ytddi lo angnlth, uhI my nul 1i Md : 

Raoembmice iliunben only In tbeBnTfl." — 



[l) " I am not ■ Jatfb," Hid Lord Byron, in len, " nor a Beipbi ; but 
cut ufdjr affirm, Qiu T neTerlnmyUfeteducedJiay woman. " — E. 
(2J " Wa know cnougfa >thi bf Lord Byroo-i jKiiale biilory u giva on 
■mnt Ihat, though hli youth may ha>e ihand wmnbat too latgely Id 
le tadlKreOow of tlioH left loo early maaUn of tbdr DVD (Ctiani and 
rtunn, t^laebaod and malice alone can impute to bun any real otuie fOr 
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Yet why for him the needlesa verse essay? 
His honour'd name requires no vain di8{^y : 
By every son of grateful Ida blest, '_ 
It finds an echo in each youthful breast ; 
A fame beyoodMhe glories of the proud, 
Or all the plaudits of the venal crowd. (') 

Ida ! not yet exhausted is the theme, 
Nw closed the progress of my youthful dream. 
How many a friend deserves the grateful strain I 
What acenea of childhood still unsung remain I 
Yet let me huah this echo of the past, 
This parting song, the dearest and the last ; 
And brood in secret o'er those hours of joy, (s) 
To me a ailent and a sweet employ. 



(1) " To Dr. Dnuj," obKrm Moore, " Lord Bjroo bu left on reconi a 
tribute of aflfedioa and reject, irhicb, like the reremieil regard orDr;den 

and liie maiter." The iboie ii not, howerer, th; aolj mie. In a note to 
llierouRtaCaiitoc^CliUile'Ban<ld,heuTJ,"'Mrpie«p(otoaithebHtuid 

but followed when 1 hare done weU or wlaely. If ever thki itj^oAct re- 
coni of my ftollngi Cowardi l]Ua flioold reach bli ejHp let it remibd him of 

who would Blore gladly hfifit of having been hij pupil, if, bynoAre cLoiely 
IWlowiag hia in]unclioni, he could reflect any honour upon hia iMtnictor," 
We ntlact the fbliowiDg mm ■ooie unpubltihed le«en li Lord Bsron : — 
" Harrow, Not. £ ISM. ThBa li ao much or the gentleman, >o laudl 
mlldnaaand poChfugcf pedantry in hia character, that I cannot help lik- 
ing hlM, and will remonher hli inatnictloai viai gratitude u l«ig ai 1 lire. 
He la the beat maater we ever had, and at the nme thne reffwcted aod 
Aued." "Noi.n.lSOt. I rerere Dr. Drurr. He la nerec rioleDl, netu 
outragecuB. T dread ofifeAding him j^ not, howew, through ftar;butthe 



le Amitli cuto or Childe Harold, Lord Byrot 
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WhQe future hope aod fear alike unknown, 
I think with pleasure on the past alone ; 
Yes, to the past alone mj heart confine, 
And chase the phantom of what once was mine. 

Ida ! still o'er thy hiUg in joy preside. 
And proudly steer tiirougb time's eventful tide ; 
Still may thy blooming sons tiiy name revere, 
Smile in thy bower, but quit thee with a tear; — > 
That tear, perh^ra, the fondest which will flow, 
O'er their last scene of happiness below. 
Tell me, ye hoary few, who glide along. 
The feeble veterans of some former throng, 
Whose friends, like autumn leaves by tempests 

whirl'd, 
Are swept for ever from this busy world ; 
Revolve the fleeting moments of your youth, 
While Care as yet withheld her venom'd toothy 
Say if remembrance days like these endears 
Beyond the rapture of succeeding years ? 
Say, can ambition's fever'd dream bestow 
So sweet a halm to soothe your hours of woe ? 
Can treasures, hoarded for some thankless son, 
Can royal smiles, or wreaths by slaughter won. 
Can stars or ermine, man's maturer toys, 
(For jittering baubles are not left to boys) 
Recall one scene so mudi beloved to view. 
As those where Youth her garland twined for you ? 
Ah, no I amidst the gloomy calm of age 
You turn with faltering hand life's varied page ; 
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Peruse the record of your days on earth, 
Unsullied only where it marks your birth ; 
Still lingering pause above each chequer'd leaf, 
And blot wiUi tears the sable lines of grief; 
Where Passion o'er the theme her mantle threw, 
Or weeping Virtue sigh'd a faint adieu ; 
But bless the scroll which ftarei words adorn, 
Traced by the rosy finger of the mom ; 
When Friendship bow'd before the shrine of tnidi, 
And Love, without his pinion ('), smiled on youth. 



ANSWER TO A BEAUTIFUL POEM, ENTITLED 
" THE COMMON LOT." (') 

MoHTQOMERY 1 true, the common lot 
Of mortals lies in Lethe's wave ; 

Yet some shall never be forgot — 
Some shall exist beyond the grave. 

" Unknown the region of his birth," 
The hero (■') rolls the tide of war ; 

Yet not unknown his martial worth, 
Which glares a meteor from afar. 

(1) "I/Andtii cttl'Aniout nu tUe^' !• • ttvtOl pronrb. ISu 
■ nibKqiKiit poem, anda UiU title. — E.] 
(S) Written bj Jama Hontgomar;, utthoc Of " Tbe Wiodenc la 

IS) Nq purtlculiir hero i> h«re (lIudEd to. The Mploiti of B»j»rd, Ne. 

Mulboniuih, Frederick tbe OreU, Count SuB, Chuki of SmdeD, Ac 
■n fiimlU*T to eveiy hlttoricAl reader^ but tbeeiul ptjicetor thdr birth 
tn known to a tbtt muU proiioTtioa of thdr jidndren. 
L 3 
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His joy or grief, his weal or woe, 

Perchauce maj 'scape the page of &me ; 

Yet nations now unborn will know 
The record of his deathless name. 

The patriot's and the poet's frame 
Must share the common tomb of all : 

Their glory will not sleep the same ; 
That will arise, though empires ML 

The lustre of a beauty's eye, 

Assumes the ghastly stare of dead) ; 

Th$ fair, the brave, the good must die, 
And sink the yawning grave beneath. 

Once more the speaking eye revives, 
Still beaming through the lover's strain ; 

For Petrarch's Laura still survives : 
She died, but ne'er will die again. 

The rolling seasons pass away. 

And Time, untiring, waves his wing; 

Whilst honour's lam-els ne'er decay. 
But bloom in fresh, unlading spring. 

All, all must sleep in grim repose. 

Collected in the silent tomb ; 
The old and young, with friends and foes, 

Festering alike in shrouds, consume. 

The mouldering marble lasts its day, 
Yet falls at length an useless iane ; 
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To min'a ruthleBB &ngs a prey, 

The wrecks of pillar'd pride r^mam. 

What) though the sculpture be destroy'd, 
From dark ohUvitm meant to guard ; 

A bright r^iown shall be enjoy'd 
By those vhose virtues claim reward. 

Then do not say the common lot 
Of all lies deep in Lethe's wave ; 

Some few who ne'er will be forgot 
Shall hurst the bondage of the grave. 



rO A LADY WHO PRESENTED THE AUTHOR 
WITH THE VELVET BAND WHICH BOUND 
HEA TRESSES. 

This Band, which bound thy yellow hair. 
Is mine, sweet girl ] thy pledge of love ; 

It claims my warmest, dearest car^ 
Like relics left of saints ^wve. 

Oh I I will wear it next my heart t 
'Twill bind my soul in bonds to thee ; 

From me again 'twill ne'er depart. 
But mingle in the grave with me. 

The dew I gather from thy lip 

Is not BO dear to me as this ; 
2%at I but for a moment up, 

And banquet on a transient bliss : 
L 4 



=,Coo^lc 



i Motms or 

7^ will recaSl each youthful scene, 
E'en when our lives are on the wane ; 

The leaves of Love will still be green 
When Memory hids them hud ^ain. 

Oh I little lock of golden hue. 

In gently waving ringlet curl'd, 
By the dear bead on which you grew, 

I would not lose you for a world. 

Not though a thousand more adorn 

The polish'd brow where once you shone, 

Like rays which gild a cloudless mom, 
Beneath Columbia's fervid zone. 

1806. [Now fiiBt published. 



REMEMBRANCE. 



Tis done ! — I saw it in my dreams : 

No more with Hope the future beams ; 
My days of happiness are few : 

Chill'd by misfortune's wintry blast, 

My dawn of life is overcast ; 
Love, Hope, and Joy, alike adieu! — 
Would I could add Remembrance too I 

1B06. [Now fint published.] 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO THE REV. J. T. BE- 
CKER, ON HIS ADVISING THE AUTHOR TO 
MIX MORE WITH SOCIETY. 

Dear Becher, you tell me to mix with man- 
kind;— 

I cannot deny such a precept ie wbe ; 
But retirement accords with the tone of my mind: 

I will not descend to a world I despise. 

Did the senate or camp my exertions require, 
Ambiticm might prompt me) at once, to go forth ; 

When in&ncy's years of probation expire) 

Perchance I may strive to distinguish my birth. 

The fire in the cavern of Etna conceal'd, 
Still mantles unseen in its secret recess ;— 

At length, in a volume terrific reveal'd, 
No torrent can quench it, no bounds can repres8.(') 

Oh I thus, the desire in my bosom for fame 
Bids me live but to hope for posterity's praise. 

Could I soar with the phcenix on pinions of flame, 
With him I would wish to expire in the blaze. 
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For the life of a Fox, of a Chatham the death, 
What censure, what danger, what woe would I 
brave ! 
Their lives did not end when they jielded their 
breath; 
Their ^ory illumineH the gloom of their grave. 

Yet why should I mingle in Fashion's full herd? 

Why crouch to her leaders, or cringe to her rules ? 
Why bend to the proud, or i^plaud the absurd? 

Why search for delight in the friendship of fools? 

I have tasted die sweets and the bitters of love ; 

In friendship I early was taught to believe ; 
My passion the matrons of prudence reprove; 

I have found that a friend may profess, yet deceive. 

To me what is wealth ? it may pass in an hour. 
If tyrants prevail, or if Fortune should frown. 

Tome what is title? — the phantom of power; 
To me what is fashion ? — I seek but renown. 

Deceit is a stranger as yet to my soul ; 

I still am unpractised to Tamish the trudi : 
Then why should I live in a hatefiil control ? 

Why waste upon folly the days of my youth ? 
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THE DEATH OF CALMAR AND ORLA. 

Dear are the days of youth I Age dwells on theii 
remembrance through the mUt of time. In the 
twilight he recalls the sunny hours of mom. He 
lifts his spear with trembling hand. "Not thus 
feebly did I raise the steel before my fathers I " Past 
is the race of heroes I But their fame rises on the 
harp ; their souls ride on the wings of the wind ; 
they hear the sound through the sighs of the storm, 
and rejoice in their hall of clouds ! Such is Calmar. 
The gray atone marks his narrow house. He looks 
down from eddying tempests ; he rolls his form in 
the whirlwind, and hovers on the blast of the 
mountain. 

In Morven dwelt the chief; a beam of war to 
Fingal. His steps in the field were marked in blood. 
Lochlin's sons had fled before his angry spear; but 
mild was the eye of Calmar ; soft was the flow of 
his yellow locks : they streamed like the meteor of 
the night. No maid was the sigh of his soul : his 
thoughts were given to friendship, — to dark<hured 
Orla, destroyer of heroes 1 Equal were their swords 
in battle; but fierce was the pride of Orla; — gentle 
alone to Calmar, Together they dwelt in the cave 
of Oithona. 

From Lochlin, Swaran bounded o'er the blue waves. 
Erin's sons fell beneath his might. Fingal roused 

(1) R nuy ba mcHun "> okwrv e, that tha itoiy, thaaib taa^iaMj 
Tailed in Uib catutrophe, la taken ftnni " Ninu wiii EuTralui,' t^ wblcli 
ipliDda a ttaiulatlw it almidi eItcd Id the preient toIudw, 
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hi> chieft to combat. Their ships cover the ocean. 
ITieir hosts throng on the green hilU. They come 
to the aid of Erin. 

Night rose in clouds. Darkness veils the armiea : 
hut the blazing oaks gleam through the valley. The 
sons of Lochlin slept : their dreams were of blood. 
They lift the spear in thought, and Fingal flies. 
Not so the host of Morven. To watch was the post 
of Orla. Calmar stood by his side. Their spears 
were in their hands. Fingal called his chiefs : they 
stood around. The king was in the midst. Gray 
were his locks, but strong was the arm of the king. 
Age withered not his powers. " Sons of Morven," 
said the hero, " to-morrow we meet the foe. But 
where is Guthullin, the shield of Erin ? He rests 
in the halls of Tura ; he knows not of our coming. 
Who will speed through Lochlin to the hero, and 
call the chief to arms ? The path is by the swords 
of foes ; but many are my heroes. They are thun- 
derbolts of war. Speak, ye chiefs I Who will 
arise?" 

" Son of Trenmor ! mine be the deed," said dark- 
haired Orla, " and mine alone. What is death to 
me? I love the sleep of the mighty, but little ig 
the danger. The sons of Lochlin dream. I will 
seek car^me Cuthullin. If I &11, raise the song 
of bards ; and lay me by the stream of Lubar." — 
" And shalt thou fiill alone?" said &ir-haired Cal- 
mar. " Wilt thou leave thy friend afar ? Chief of 
Oithona I not feeble is my arm in fighc Could I 
see thee die, and not lift the spear ? No, Orla I 
ours has beenthe chase of the roebuck, and the 
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feast of shells ; ours be the path of danger ; ours 
has beeu the cave of Oithona ; ours be the narrow 
dwelling on the banks of Lubar." " Calmar," said 
the chief of Oithona, " why should thy yellow locka 
be darkened in the dust of Erin P Let me &11 alone. 
My father dwells in his hall of air : he will rejoice 
in his boy; but the blue-eyed Mora spreads the 
feast for her son in Morven. She listens to the 
steps of the hunter on the heath, and thinks it is 
the tread of CaJmar. Let him not say, ' Cahnar 
has fallen hy the steel of Lochlin : he died with 
gloomy Orla, the chief of the dark brow.' Why 
should tears dim the azure eye of Mora? Why 
should her voice curse Orla, the destroyer of Cal- 
mar ? Live, Calmar I Live to raise my stone of 
moss; live to revenge me in the blood of Lochlin. 
Join the song of bards above ray grave. Sweet will 
be the song of death to Orla, from the voice of Cal- 
mar. My ghost shall smile on the notes of praise." 
" Orla," said the son of Mora, " could I raise the 
song of death to my friend 7 Could I give his lame 
to the winds ? No, my heart would speak in sighs : 
&int and broken are the sounds of sorrow. Orla ! 
aiiT souls shall hear the song together. One cloud 
diall be ours on high : the bards .will mingle the 
names of Orla and Calmar." . 

They quit the circle of the chiefs. Their steps 
are to the host of Lochlin. The dying blaze of oak 
dim twinkles through the ^ight. The northern star 
pobts the path to Tura. Swaran, the king, rests oa 
hia lonely hill. Here the troops are mixed : they 
frown in sleep; their shields beneath their heads. 
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llieir swords gleam at distance in heaps. The fires 
are faint ; their embers fail in smoke. All is hushed; 
but the gale sighs on the rocks above. Lightly 
wheel the heroes through the slumbering band. 
Half the journey is past, when Mathon, resting on 
his shield, meets the eye of Orla. It rolls in flame, 
and glistens through the shade. His spear is raised 
on high. *<Why dost thou bend thy brow, chief 
of OithonaP" said fair-hmred CaJmar; "we are in 
the midst of foes. Is this a time for delay?" " It 
is a time for vengeance," said Orla of the gloomy 
brow. " Mathon of Lochlin sleeps : seest thou his 
spear ? Its point is dim with the gore of my lather. 
The blood of Mathon shall reek on mine; but shall 
I slay him sleeping, son of Mora ? No I he shall 
feel his wound : my fame shall not soar on the blood 
of slumber. Rise, Mathon, rise I The son of CoDoa! 
calls; thy life is his; rise to combaC" Mathon 
starts from sleep ; but did he rise alone P No : the 
gathering chiefs bound on the plain. " Fly I Calmar, 
fly r said dark-haired Orla. '■ Mathon is mine. 
I shall die 1 in joy: but Lochlin crowds around. 
Fly through the shade of night." Orla turns. 
The helm of Mathon is clefl ; his shield falls from 
his arm : be shudders in his blood. He rolls by the 
side of the blazing oak. Strumon sees him &U : bis 
wrath rises: his weapon glitters on the head of 
Orla; but a spear pierced his eye. His bnun 
gushes through the wound, and foams on the spear 
of Colmar. As roll the waves of the Ocean on two 
mighty barks of the north, so poor the men of Lodi- 
lin on the chiefs. As, breaking the su)^ in foam, 
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proudly ateer the barks of the north, ho rise the 
chiefs of Morven on the scattered creuts of Lochlin. 
The din of arms came to the ear of Fingal. He 
strikes his shield; his sons throng around; the 
people pour along the heath. Ryno bounds in joy. 
Ossian stalks in hie erms. Oscar shakes the spear. 
The eagle wing of Fillan floats on the wind. Dread' 
fill is the clang of death t many are the widows of 
Lochlin 1 Morven prevails in its strength. 

Mom glimmers on the hills : no living foe Is seen ; 
but the sleepers are many ; grim they lie on Erin. 
The breeze of ocean lifls their locks ; yet they do 
not awake. The hawks scream above their prey. 

Whose yellow locks wave o'er the breast of a 
chief? Bright as the gold of the stranger, they 
mingle with the dark hair of his friend. 'Tis 
Calmar : he lies on the bosom of Orla. Theirs is 
one stream of blood. Fierce is the look of the 
gloomy Orla. He breathes not ; but his eye is still 
a flame. It glares in death unclosed. His hand is 
grasped in Calmar's ; but Calmar lives I he lives, 
though low. " Rise," said the king, " rise, son of 
Mora; 'tis mine to heal the wounds of heroes. 
Calmar may yet bound on the hills of Morven." 

" Never more shall Calmar chase the deer of 
Morven with Orla," said the hero. " What were 
the chase to me alcme 7 Who would share the spoils 
tg battle with Calmar? Orla is at rest I Rough 
was thy soul, Orla 1 yet soft to me as the dew of 
mom. It glared on others in lightning: to me a 
silver beam of night. Bear my sword to blue-eyed 
Mora ; let it hang in my empty hall. It is not pure 
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Irom blood ; but it could not save Orla. Lay me 
with my friend. Raise the song when I am dark t " 

They are laid by the stream of Lubar. Four 
gray stones mark the dwelling of Orla aod Calmar. 
When Swaran was bound, our sails rose on the 
blue waTea. The winds gave our barks to Mor- 
ven : — tht bards raised the song. 

■' What form rises on the roar of clouds ? Whose 
dark ghost gleams on the red streams of tempests ? 
His voice rolls on the thunder. 'Tis Orla, the 
brown chief of Oithona. He was unmatched in war. 
Peace to thy soul, Orla I thy &me will not perish. 
Nor thine, Calmar ! Lovely wast thou, son of blue* 
eyed Mora ; but not harmless was thy sword. It 
hangs in thy cave. The ghosts of I-ochlin shriek 
around its steel. Hear thy praise, Calmar ! It 
dwells on the voice of the mighty. Thy name 
shakes on the echoes of Morven. Then raise thy 
fair locks, son of Mora. Spread them on the arch 
of the rainbow ; and smile through the tears of the 
storm." (') 

a) I far Lalng'i lUe edition hu complstely overthrown oei; hope UiU ' 
Micphenon'i OHlan might pmre Urn tmulation of ■ Kria ol poenu com- 
pete In tliemKlKa j biit, while [he impMCure la diicDvered, Uie mait oT 
the worlc renudni undUputAl, though not without Ciuilj — {uitldularly, in 
ftnue putit turgid and tiombutic diction. — Thepr«ent humble imitation 
will be pvdoned by the Hda^Ten of Che origuul u an attempt, howevet 
inArior^ which evinc^b sji otUcZunent to their &vourite jtulhor- 
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L-AMITit EST L'AMOUR SANS AILES.(>) 

[WUTUH DICEHBia, 1806.] 

Why should mj anxious breast repine, 

Because my youth is fled ? 
Days of delight may still be mine ; 

Affection is not dead. 
In tracing back the years of youth, 
One finn record, one lasting truth 

Celestial consolation brings ;' 
Bear it, ye breezes, to the seal, 
Where first my heart responsive beat, — 

" Friendship is Love without his wings I" 

Through few, but deeply chequer'd years, 

What momenta have been mine I 
Now half obscured by clouds of tears. 

Now bright in rays divine ; 
Howe'er my future doom be cast. 
My soul, enraptured with the past. 

To one idea fondly clings ; 
Friendship I that thought is all thine own. 
Worth worlds of bliss, that thought alone — 

" Friendship is Love without his wings ! " 

Where yonder yew-trees lightly wave 

Their branches on the gale, 
Unheeded heaves a simple grave. 

Which tells the ccanmon tale ; 
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Round tliis unconscious schoolboya Etray, 
Till the dull knell of cluldish play 

I^m yonder studious mansion rings ; 
But here whene'er my footsteps move, 
My silent tears too plainly prove 

" Friendship is Love without his wings I" 

Oh Love I before thy glowing shrine 

My early vows were paid ; 
My hopesj^my dreams, my heart was lliine, 

But these are now decay'd ; 
For thine are pinions like the wind. 
No trace of thee remains behind, 

Except, alas t thy jealous sdngs. 
Away, away I delusive power, 
Thou shalt not haunt my coming hour ; 

Unless, indeed, without thy wings. 

Seat of my youth I (i) thy distant B[»re 

Recalls each scene of joy ; 
My bosom glows with former fire, — 

In mind ag^n a boy. 
Thy grove of elms, thy verdant hill, 
Thy every path delights me still, 

Each flower a double fragrance flings ; 
Ag^, as once, in converse gay. 
Each dear associate seems to say 

" Friendship is Love without his wings 1 " 

My Lycus I (3) wherefore dost thou weep P 
Thy &lling tears restrain ; 

(II Kunnr. (!) The &Il taOnn—E. 
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AffecdoD for a time-may sleep, 

But, oh, 'twill wake again. (>) 
Think, think, my friend, when next we meet, 
Om" long-wish'd interview, how sweet I 

From this my hope of rapture springs ; 
While youthfiil hearts thus fondly swell, 
Absence, my friend, can only tell, 

" Friendship is Love without his wings I" 

In one, and one alone deceived. 

Did I my error mourn ? 
No — from oppressive bonds relieved, 

I left the wretch to scorn. 
I tum'd to those my childhood knew. 
With feelings warm, with bosoms true. 

Twined with my heart's according strings j 
And till those vital chords shall break. 
For none hut these my breast shall wake 

Friendship, the power deprived of wings I 

Ye few I my soul, my life is yours, 

My memory and my hope s 
Your worth a lasting love ensures, 

Unfetter'd in its scope ; 
From smooth deceit and terror sprung. 
With aspect &ir and honey'd tongue, 

(I) TIk Tousf poM had nccntlT imlTed tnm Lord Clmre, an epMlt 
alnlDg Chli puM^:— "1 think b; jouF lut IRter thmt you ue rvrr 
hpjqu«d with mo<t of TDUEMmdt; and, ITT VDooCmucb mlitaken, 
\le to with laa. Id one part jDU uy, * then If ItteJe or no dcubt t f^ 

lad iie*«r t il led e portion of our LJraE togflther : ' Indcedt Bjran, you 
igmo; md 1 Eure no doubt— at leott I hopo— you wron; 7omiti£-* 

M 2 
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Let AdulatioD wait on kings ; 
With joy elate, by snares beset, 
We, we, my friends, can ne'er forget 

" Friendship is Love without his wings I " 

Fictions and dreams inspire the bard 

Who rolls the epic song ; 
Friendship and Truth be my reward — 

To me no bays belong ; 
If laurell'd Fame but dwells with lies, 
Me the enchantress ever flies, 

Whose heart and not whose fancy sings ; 
Simple and young, I dare not feign ; 
Mine be the rude yet heartfelt strain, 

" Friendship is Love without his wings I " 



THE PRATER OF NATURE. (>) 

[WUTTIH DECUII»S9. 1806.] 

Fathek of Light I great God of Heaven I 
Hear'st thou the accents of despair? 

Can guilt like man's be e'er forgiven? 
Can vice atone for crimes by prayer 7 



them blghei Uitn uit Uting giFin In Uiit voJume. WriUen vhn Ui* 
uiEboT mi not ninetun jcut of age, thLt rfloululile po«n ihowii" M^ 
Moore, " liow eul; the Mruggle betmen lulunl piety ind doubt liegim in 
tall miod.*' la reading the celebrated critique of the Edlnbiugta Bsrinr 
•n the " Koun of Idleoeu," the bet that the toIubk did not Include Mr 
Pnjcr of MUareoafht ID be kept in mind.— E, 
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Father of Light, on thee I call I 
Thou see'st my soul is dark within ; 

Hiou who canst mark the sparrow's &U, 
Avert from me the death of sin. 

No shiine I seek, to sects unknown ; 

Oh point to me the path of truth I 
Hiy dread (Hnnipotence I own ; 

Spare) yet amend, the &ults of youth. 

Let bigots rear a gloomy fanei 

Let Bupentition hail the pile, 
Let priests, to spread their sable reign. 

With tales of mystic rights beguile. 

Shall man confine his Maker's sway 
To Gothic domes of mouldering stone? 

I^y temple is the &ce itf day ; 

£arth, ocean, heaven thy boimdless throne.(') 

Shall man condemn his race to hell 
Unless they bend in pompous form ; 

Tell us that ail, for one who fell, 
Must perish in the minting stcrm P 

Shall each pretend to reach the skies, 

Yet doom his brother to expire, 
Whose soul a different hope supplies, 

Or doctrines less severe inspire ? 

(1) "Dtt poet appeui ta 
iOTCnUi itaos, b(«tnnbig,— 
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Shall tbese, by creeds tbey can't expound, 

IVepare a &icied blisa or woe ? 
Shall reptiles, groveling <m the ground. 

Their great Creator's purpote know ? 

Shall those, who live for self alone, 
Whose years float on in daily czime— 

Shall they by Faith Sx guilt atmie, 
And live beytmd the bounds of Time ? 

Father I no prophet's lurs I seek, — 
7^ laws in Nature's works appear;-— 

I own myself corrupt and weak. 
Yet will I pray, for thou wilt hear I 

Thou, who canst guide the wandering star 
Through trackless realms of eether's space ; 

Who calm'st the elemental war. 

Whose hand from pole to pole I bace : — 

ITiou, who in wisdom placed me here. 
Who, when thou wilt, can take me hence. 

Ah 1 whilst I tread this ewthly sphere. 
Extend to me thy wide defence. 

To Thee, my God, to thee I call I 

Whatever weal or woe betide, 
By thy command I rise or &11, 

In thy protection I confide. 

1^ when this dust to dust's restored. 
My soul shall float on airy wing. 
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How shall thf glorious name adored 
Inspire her feeble voice to sii^ t 

But, if this fleetii^ spirit share 
With clay the grave's eternal bed, 

While life yet throbs I raise my prayer, 
lliou^ doom'd no more to quit the dead. 

To Thee I breathe my Jimnble strain, 
Gratefiil for all thy mercies past, 

And hope, my God, to thee again 
This erring life may fly at last. 



TO EDWARD NOEL LONG, ESQ. (>) 

" mi ego coDtnloliD Jucundo nnu hiiIeil"— Hin. 

Dear Long, in this sequester'd scene, 

While all around in slumber lie, 
The joyous days which oiu's have been 
Come rolling fresh on Fancy's eye ; 
Thus if amidst the gathering storm, 
While clouds the darken'd noon deform, 
Yon heaven assumes a varied glow, 
I hail the sky's celestial bow, 

{1} 'niii TDiinf gentlamaa, irho v» with Lord Btiod both iG Hizrow 

hliwiTtoJi^ntliciimijlDthePBnbitiili) Ihetiw^nt InwUchheuUed 
belDf mnfOuloflatheDlBhtbr '■ ■" ' * ■ " 



(emikeblmthemonngnittnl." i>i!afsr,lUL— E. 
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Whidi spreads the sign of future peace, 
And bids the war of tempests cease. 
Ah I though the present brings but pain, 
I think those days may come again ; 
Or if, in melancholy mood, 
Some lurking envious fear intrude, 
To check my bosom's fondest thoi^;;ht, 

And interrupt the golden dream, 
I crush the fiend with mahce fraught, 

And BtiU indulge my wonted ttieme. 
Although we ne'er again can trace, 

In Granta's vaie, the pedant's lore ; 
Nor through the groves of Ida chase 

Our raptured visions as before, 
Though Youth has flown on rosy pinion, 
And Manhood claims his stern dominion — 
Age will not every hope destroy. 
But yield some hours of sober joy. 

Yes, I will hope that Time's broad wing 
Will shed around some dews of spring : 
But if bis scythe must sweep the flowers - 
Which bloom among the fairy bowers. 
Where smiling Youth delights to dwell, 
And hearts with early rapture swell ; 
If frowning Age, with coid control. 
Confines the current of the soul. 
Congeals the tear of Pity's eye, 
Or checks the sympathetic sigh, 
Or hears unmoved misfortune's groan, 
And bids me feel for self alone ; 



=,Coo^lc 



HOUHS OF IDLENESS. 

Oh I may ray boeom never learn 

To soothe its wonted heedless flow ; 
Still, stiD despise the censor etern, 
But ne'er forget another's woe. 
Yes, as you knew me in the days 
O'er which Remembrance yet delays, 
Still may I rove, untutor'd, wild, 
And even in age at heart a child. 

Though now on airy visions home, 

To you my soul is still the same. 
Oft has it been my &te to mourn, 

And all my former joys are tame. 
But, hence t ye hours of sable hue I 

Your frowns are gone, my sorrows o'er : 
By every bliss my childhood knew, 

111 think upon your shade no more. 
Thus, when the whirlwind's rage is past, 

And caves their sullen roar enclose. 
We heed no more the wintry blast. 

When luU'd by zephyr to repose. 

Full often has my in&nt Muse 

Attuned to love her languid lyre ; 
But now, without a theme to choose, 

The strains in stolen sighs expire. 
My youthllil nymphs, alas I are flown ; 

Ft is a wife, and C— — a mother, 

And Carolina sighs alone. 

And Mary 's given to another ; 
And Cora's eye, which roll'd on me. 

Can now no more my love recaJl : 
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In truth, dear LoKc, 'twas time to flee ; 

For Cora's eye will shine on alL 
And though th« sua, with genial rays. 
His beams alike to all diqilays. 
And every lady's eye's a »ttn, 
These last should be confined to one. 
The soul's meridian don't become her, 
Whose siu di^lays a general summer ! 
Thus &int is every former flame, 
And passion's self is now a name. 
As, wh«i the ebbing flames are low, 

The aid which once improved their li^it, 
And bade them bum with fiercer glow. 

Now quenches all their sparks in night ; 
Thus has it been vrith passion's flres. 

As many a boy and girl remembers, 
While all the force of love expiresj 

Extinguisb'd with the dying embers. 

But now, dear Lokg, 'tis midnight's noon, 
And clouds obscure the wat«ry moon, 
Whose beauties I shall not rehearse, 
Described in every stripling's verse ; 
For why should I the path go o'er, 
Which every bard has trod before ? 
Yet ere you silver lamp of night 

Has thrice perform'd her stated round, 
Has thrice retraced her path of light. 

And chased away the gloom profound, 
I trust that we, my gentle friend. 
Shall see her rolling orbit wend 
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Above the dear-loved peaceful eeat 

Which once coDtain'd our youth's retreat ; (') 

And then with those our childhood knew, 

We 11 mingle in the festive crew ; 

While many a tale of former day 

Shall wing the laughing hours away ; 

And all the flow of aouls shall poui 

The sacred intellectual shower, 

Kor cease tiU Luna's waning hom 

Scarce glimmers through the mist of mem. 



TO A LADY. (•) 



Oh I had my &te been join'd with thine, 
As once this pledge appear'd a token. 

These follies had not then been mine, 

For then my peace had not been broken. (^) 

To thee these early faults I owe, 

To thee, the wise and old reproving; 

They know my sins, but do not know 
'Twas thine to break the bonds of toving. 

For once my soul, like thine, was pure, 
And all its rising fires could smother ; 
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But now tliy vowg no more endure, 
Bestow'd by thee upon another. 

Perhafffi his peace I could destroy, 
And spoil the blisses that await him ; 

Yet let my rival smile in joy, 
For thy dear sake I cannot hate him. 

Ah I smce thy angel form is gone, 
My heart no more can rest with any ; 

But what it sought in thee alone, 
Attempts, alas I to find in many. 

'Hien fare thee well, deceitful maid I 

'Twere vain and fruitless to regret tliee; 

Nor Hope, nor Memory yield their aid. 
But Pride may teach me to forget thee. 

Yet all this pddy waste of years, 

This tiresome round of palling pleasures; 

These varied loves, these matron's fears, 
These thoughtless strains to passion's measures — 

If thou wert mine, had all been hush'd : — 

This cheek, now pale from early riot. 
With passion's hectic ne'er had Sush'd) 
But hloom'd in calm domestic quiet- 
Yes, once the rural scene was sweet, 

For Nature seem'd to smile before theei(') 
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And once my breast abhorr'd deceit, — 
For then it beat but to adore tliee. 

But now I seek for other joys ; 

To think would driv« my soul to madness ; 
In thoughtless throngs and empty noise, 

I conquer half my bosom's sadness. 

Yet, even in these a thought will steal, 
In spite of every viun endeavour, — 

And fiends might pity what I feel, — 
To know that thou art lost for ever. 



I WOULD I WERE A CARELESS CHILD. 

I WOULD I were a careless child, 

Still dwelling In my Highland cave. 
Or roaming through the di^sky wild. 

Or bounding o'er the dark blue wave; 
The cumbrous pomp of Saxon (') pride 

Accords not with the freeborn soul. 
Which loves the mountain's craggy side. 

And seeks the rocks where billows roth 

Fortune 1 take back these cultured lands. 
Take back this name of splendid sound t 

But tbB udour vu hD na IDT nde. I wv Hiioiu . 
iked me M « rounger broUter, and troCed ud 
; ibe, bowereTi giTV mir htr ^ictart, uid tbjit «u 
Ki upoD. Hed I nurrird her, perh^ the whole 
.hxebecn diS^rat" — R 
on, ■ OuUc mid, ilgnUyiiig eithei Lowlud ci 
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I hate the touch of servile hands, 
I hate the slaves that cringe around. 

Place me along the rocks I love, 

Which sound to Ocean's wildest roar ; 

I ask but this — again to rove 
Through scenes mj youth hath known befot 

Few are my years, and yet I feel 

The world was ne'er design'd for me: 
Ah I why do duk'ning shades conceal 

The hour when man must cease to be ? 
Once I beheld a splendid dream, 

A visionary scene of bliss : 
IVuth I — wherefore did thy hated beam 

Awake me to a world like this ? 

I loved — but those I loved are gone; 

Had friends — my early friends are fled: 
How cheerless feels the heart alone 

When all its former hopes are dead I 
Though gay companions o'er the bowl 

Dispel awhile the sense of ill ; 
Though pleasure sdra the maddening soul, 

The heart — the heart — is lonely still. (>) 




exp«ctatlDn If equaUr 
□ ofquJck And exalted powen of im- 
IrutloTL HIifUiCTOTeT-ettLTiutef tlie object cpfblawUhei, udplHsor^ 
3ke» itiitlricti«1, ere HlCenutelj punoedt atUinal, mud dcqriMi] vbm in 
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flow dull I to beer the voice of those 

Whom rank or chance, whom wealth or power, 
Have made, though neither friends nor foea, 

Associates of the festive hour. 
Give me again a &ithful few. 

In years and feelings still the same, 
And I will fly the midnight ciew. 

Where boist'rous joy is but a name. 

And woman, lovely woman I thou, 

My hope, my comforter, my all 1 
How cold must be my bosom now, 

When e'en thy smiles begin to pall 1 
Without a sigh would I resign 

This busy scene of splendid woe, 
To make that calm contentment mine. 

Which virtue knows, or seems to know. 

Fain would I fly the haunts of men — ■ 
I seek to shun, not hate mankind ; 

My breast requires the sullen glen, 

Whose gloom may suit a darken'd mind. 




Lord B:fTDii,— bj the iftntiirK 
worldwhLchUierAaiVequBrulreipreft^— ■ndbjtbe^ngulATH 
liKb lailiiDHiti bcU iriUi welUnown Incidents oT fall Uft,— 
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Oh t that to me the wings were given 
Which bear the turtle to her nest I 

Then would I cleave the vault of heaven, 
To flee away, and be at rest. (■) 



WHEN I ROVED A YOUNG HIGHLANDEK. 
When I roved a young Highlander o'er the dark 
heath, 
And dimb'd thy steep summit, ah Morven of 
snow I (*) 
To gaze on the torrent that thuoder'd beneath. 
Or the mist of the tempest that gather'd below, (*) 

Untutor'd by science, a stranger to fear, 

And rude as the rocks where my infan<^ grew, 

No feeling, save one, to my bosom was dear ; 
Need I say, my sweet Mary (^), 'twas centred in 
you? 

(1) " AndlitidiOhl tlut Ilii>dwlngiUkeidciTe;fO[then wooldlST 
■nr, ud be at rttt-"— Psalm It. 6. Tlili veae alH> conKituLei n pnt 
oftbe nHMt tmudfUl unthoD in our tuiguage. 

(2) Uorren, ■ Mtj miiiindilo tn Absdcenhlre. " Oormal of nunr," ii 
■a erpniLoa hmgueDtlj to be fDuiid in Ooiui. 

{J1) I%lAwlL]DOtappeflrKitnoTdlrBi7tothoKwhoh«*ebeenicciutoined 
io tbfl mount^Di. It li b^ no mean! unconnnon, on ittalnin^ the top ot 
BeTu&TiB, B«n-7-bourdt Ac to per«kTe, between Uie lunualt and the val- 
Icj, doudi pouring down niop pud occulonallj accompanied b; li^tulng, 
whUe the ipectator literally looki down upon the itonu, perfectly Bccure 

{*) In Lorl! BTTon-j Diarj for 1813, he iMjt, " I li»ie been thinking 
Intel; > good dal at Mirj DuE How Terr odd that I ihould han 
been w uttvlj, devotedly food of tJiit girl, at an a§e when I could 
neither IM pauloqf nor know the meaning of tfas wonL And Uw 
ctftcti Mj Ill I iiliiiji li iillj al hli liillillili imiii. 
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Yet it could not be love, for I knew not the name, — 

What passion can dwell in the heart of a child? 
But still I perceive an emotion the same ' 

As I felt, when a boy, on the crag-cover'd wild : 
One image alone on my bosom impress'^, 

I loved my bleak regions, nor panted for new ; 
And few were my wants, for my wishes were bless'd ; 

And pure were my thoughts, for my soul was with 

I arose with the dawn ; with my dog as my guide, 
From mountain to mountain I bounded along ; 

I breasted the billows of Dee's (') rushing tide, 
And heard at a distance the Highlander's song : 



md, at iBit, mmf jvat ■Aor, when I wu riiteen, ihc tsU tne one 
day,; ' <Hi. Bjiod, I bnn had i letter tlom Edinburgh, ftom SDu 
AbeKmabj, md .tout old 4H?vtb«srt, Mjir? I>alF, it mndcd to a 
Hr. CockbuiD.' [RobtR Cockbum, Eiq, of Edinburgh.] And< wfait 
■u my'juuwerF 1 reidtj aumat «xplBla or account for my fCeUDfif 
at that mnneDt; but thej nearlr Uitpw me into c«n*iil'dotu^tci 

It i( ■ phenoDienon In my eiiilence (Rn I «u nM elflit yean dd), 
which hat punledf and i^ll puiile me to the lalett hour of Lt"^ 
ApUo, in JaDuary, 1815, a fCw daya'aaer hii nurflage, In aletter to 
hli Mend Captun Ha;, the poet Ihui ipeaki of hi> chUdiih ■ttacfameiit : 
— " Pia^CeLl laemore — or'ai much as you hke, of yourcouaio Mary. ( 



be«t retpecta, and all good vlihei^ 
r rate, Jhc^^not oflfanain tober 
anything about her, al to early a 



(I) The Dee Li a beautifld riier, wblch Hki near Uar Lodge, and fiM 
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At ere, oa my faeath-cffver'd co«di of repose, 
NodreoEiB, saveof Mary, were ifwead to rajrriew; 

And warm to the akiea my deTottons arose. 
Tor the firat of my prayers wu a blessing oa you. 

I left nay bleak homei and my Tujimi are gone ; 

The momitainB are vanifii'd, my youth is so more ; 
A« the last of my race, I must wither alone, 

And ddight but in days I have witness'd before : 
Ah I splendour has raised, but embitter'd my lot ; 

M(H% dear were the scenes which my in&ncy 
kaew: 
Though my hopes may have faU'd, yet they are not 
forgot; 

Though cold is my heart, still it lingers with you. 

When I see some darit hill point its crest to the sky, 

I think of the rocks that o'ershadow Colbleen ; (>) 
When I see the soft blue of a lore-speaking eye, 

I think of those eyes that endear'd the rude scene ; 
When, h^tly, smne light-wavii^ locks I b^old, 

That faindy resemble my Mary's in hue, 
I think on the long flowing ringlets of gold, 

The locks that were sacred to beauty, and you. 

Yet the day may arrire when the motmtdns cmce 
Shall rise to my sight in their mantles of snow ; (i) 

(I) CoMten la ■ mountain nac ttic Tngc of the Hl«hlandi, not Or ftga 
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But while ^ese soar il>ove me, uachanged as before} 
Will Mary be there to receive me ? — ah, no I 

Adieu, then, je hillB, where my childhood was bred I 
Thou sweet flowing Dee, to thy waters adieu I 

No home in the forest shall shelter my head, — 
Ah I Msry, what home could be mine but with 
yon? 



TO GEOBGE, EARL DELAWARK. 

Oh ! yes, I wUl own we were dear to each other ; 
The friendships of childhood, though fleeting, are 

The love which you felt was the love of a brother, 
Nor less the (Section I cherish'd for you. 

But Friendship can vary her gentle dominion ; 

The attachment of years in a moment expires : 
Like Love, too, she moves on a. swift-waving pinion. 

But glows not, like Love, with unquenchable firee. 

balbslbnii^ierliCoit, la a letter dited In Auguit, and uddreued to hii 
blccorrapondento/SouIbwBll— " OaSunda; Iwt ofTfbi Uie Hlgfaludi. 
A frlcDd o/ mine ucocnpiLDia VIE hi in; cHTTuge to EdLDliirsb. ThErpwe 
tbail letve it, and proceed En a tandem thrDugh the w«tei n part* to Idtct- 
U7, when ve shjill purcliue Bhelci»» to enaUe ui to TJev placet iDao- 
eenlble toTelilGulBTCSDTerJiQcea. On the coait we AbaU hire a veHsl, and 

able weather, mean In i^l ai fkr ai Iceland, onl; thrva hundred milei from 

all the Erte tradiUeiu. poeml, fee. fee, and Ulnilale. or expand tbenibject 

* IV BifMrmd Sarp,' or lome Utla equall; picuirafur. What would 
jou lar to Hme itaniai on Mount Hecla ? T^tj would be written u lewt 
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Fall oft have we vander'd through Ida U^ther, 1 
And blest were the scenes of our youth, I allow ; 

In the spring of our life, how serene is the weather t 
But winter's rude tempests are gathering now. 

No more with affection shaU memory .blending, 
The wonted delights of our childhood retrace: 

When pride steels the bosom, the heart is unbending. 
And what would be justice appears a disgrace. 

However, dear George, for I still must esteem you — 
The few whom I love I can never upbraid — 

The chance which has lost may in future redeem 
you. 
Repentance will cancel the vow you have made. 

I will not complain, and though chiU'd is affection. 
With me no corroding resentment shall live : 

My bosom is calm'd by the simple reflection, 

That both may be wrong, and that both should 
foi^ve. 

You knew that my soul, that my heart, my existence. 
If danger demanded, were wholly your own ; 

Tou knew me unalter'd by years or by distance, 
Devoted to love and to friendship alone. 

You knew, — but away with the vain retrospection I 
The bond of affection no longer endures ; 

Too late you may droop o'er the fond recollection, 
And sigh for ihe friend who was formerly yours. 
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For the present, we part, — I will hope not for ever; 

For time and regret will restore you at last : 
To forget our dissension we both should endearour, 

I ask no atonement, but days like the past. 



TO THE EARL OF CLARE. 

" Tu Kmper unorii 
aiEQemoi, etcaHcomitiiDe AbfHdJiGiinigo." Val. Fla< 

Fbiknd of my youth I when young we rm 
Iiike- striplings, mutually beloved, 

With friendship's purest glow, 
The bliss which wing'd those rosy hours 
Was such as pleasive seldom showers 

On mortals here below. 

The recollection seems alone 
Dearer than all the joys I've known; 

When distant &r from you : 
Though pdin, 'tis still a pleasing pain, 
To trace those days and hours again, 

And sigh again, adieu I 

My pensive memory lingers o'er 
Those scenes to be enjoy'd no more. 

Those scenes regretted ever ; 
The measure of our youth is full. 
Life's evening dream is dark and dull. 

And we may meet — ah ! never I 
M 3 
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Aj irtmt <me parent Bpring euppHag 

Two Btreoms whidi from one fountun itMOf 

To^jQther JDm.'d in Takt ; 
How 80(0, diverging firom Ihor Murce, 
Each, munnuring, seeks another courgc, 

Till mingled in the main ! 

Our vital streamy irf'weal or woe, 
Thoi^h near, alas I dlslmctly flow, 

Nor mingle as before : 
Now swift or alow, now black or clear 
Till death's Hnftthom'd gulf appear, 

And IxHh thail quit the shore. 

Our bodJi, my fHend 1 which imce supplied 
One wish, nor breathed & thought beside, 

Now flow in difl«rent channels : 
Disdaining humbler rural sports, 
Tis yours to mix in polith'd courts. 

And ^nne in (ashim's annals ; 

'Tis mine to waste on lore my time, 
Or vent my reveries in rhyme. 

Without the aid of reason ; 
For sense and reason (cridcs know it) 
Have quitted every amorous poet. 

Nor left a thought to seize on. 

Poor LiTTLi I sweet, mdodiotu bard I 
Of late esteem'd it monstrous hard 
That be, who sang befwe all,— 
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He vho the lore of love expaodecL — 

By dire i&newen tiioiild be braided 

As void of wit and moral, (i) ^ 

And yet, while Beaut's praise is thine, 
Harmonious fitvourtta of the Nine 1 

Repine not at thy lot. 
Thy soothing lays may still be reai], 
When Persecution's arm is dead, 

And critics ore fivgot. 

StiU I must yield those worthies merit, 
Who diasten, with mu^)aring spirit, 

Bod rhymes, and those who write themj 
And thoti^ myself may be the next 
By critic sarcasm to be vest, 

I really will not fight them. (^) 

Perhaps they would do quite as well 
To break the rudely sounding shell 

Of such a young beginner. 
He who ofends at pert nineteen, 
Ere thirty may become, I ween, 

A very barden'd sinner. 




=,Coo^lc 



* HOURS OX ISLENKSS. 

Now, Clare, I must return to you ; 
And, sure, q>ologies are due : 

Accept, then, my concession. 
In truth, dear Clare, in &ncy'B flight 
I soar along fi-om left to right ; 

Mjr muse admires digression. 

I think I said 'twould be jour fate 
To add one star to royal state ; — 

M&y regal Bmiles attend you t 
And should a noble monarch reign. 
You will not seek his smiles in vain. 

If worth can recommend you. 

Yet since in danger courts abound, 
Where specious rivals glitter round, 

From snares may saints preserve you I 
And grant your love or friendship ne'er 
From any claim a kindred care, 

But those who best deserve you I 

Not for a moment may you stray 
FVom truth's secure, unerring way ! 

May no delights decoy I 
O'er roses may your footsteps move, 
Your smiles be ever smiles of love, 

Your tears be tears of joy 1 

Oh 1 if you wish that happiness 
Your coming days and years may bless, 
And virtues crown your brow ; 
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Be still as you were wont to be, 
Spotless as youVe been known to me,— 
Be still as you are now. (') 

And though some trifling share of praise, 
To cheer my last declining days, 

To me were doubly dear ;. 
Whilst blessing your beloved name; 
I'd wave at once &poe£s fame. 

To prove npr<y)Aet here. 



LINES WRITTEN BENEATH AN ELM IN THE 
CHURCHYARD OF HARROW. (*) 

Spot of my youth I whose hoary branches sigh. 
Swept by the breeze that fans thy cloudless sky ; 
Where now alone I muse, who oft have trod. 
With those I loved, thy soft and verdant sod ; 



only, but (Tom 


Dbiry, 


"iT""' 


rf him ftom -tbtrt, durlDg IIHIU 


») Onl0.1llglli.n.turJd,i.ghtar 

to Mr. Miin.i. " 1 oMe hoped u. 1, 
•M^ " . ^Btln the c*wet.»«Tt n 
hlU looking tow«rdi TOndMt.-ind 
!»»■ of P«clil=, sr PeK&eil. wb 


AU^4, Id Apifil, 182S, Lord Birai 

Hr the (bolpith, on the blow oflbe 
tomb under . l«gB tree (beting the 
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With those who, Bcatter'd far, perchaooe deplore, 
Like me, the happy scenet they knew before : 
Oh I as I trace agab thy winding hill. 
Mine eyes admire, my heart adores thee still, 
Thou drooping Elm t beneath whose boughs I lay, 
And frequent mused the twilight hours away; 
Where, as they once were wont. Day limbs recline, 
But, ah I without the thoughts which then were mine : 
How do thy branches, moaning to the blast, 
Invite the bosom to recall the past. 
And seem to whisper, as they gently swell, 
" Take, while thou canst, a lingering, last farewell ! " 
When fate shall chill, at length, this fever'd breast, 
And calm its cares and passions into rest, 
Oft have I thought, 'twould soothe my dying hour, — 
If aught may soothe when life resigns her power, — 
To know some humbler grave, some narrow cell, 
Would hide my bosom where it loved to dwell ; 
With this fbnd dream, methinks, 'twere sweet to die— 
And here it linger'd, here my heart might lie ; 
Here might I sleep where all my hopes arose, 
Scene of my youth, and couch of my repose ; 
For ever stretch'd beneath this mantling shade, 
Press'd by the turf where once my childhood play'd j 
Wrapt by the soil that veils the spot I loved, 
Mix'd with the earth o'er which my footsteps moved; 
Blest by the tongues that charm'd my youthful ear, 
Moum'd by the few my soul acjcnowledged here ; 
Deplored by those in early days allied. 
And unremember'd by the world beside. 
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[7^ " Linei wrUten beneath an Elm at Harrow" viere 
lie laH in the Sale ooltinu! printed at Ifewai* in 1607. 
The reader it refirred to Mr. Moore't Notices, pr vaHoa* 
inUretting ptrtictiiari retpeding tie inmreaioii produeed <m 
Lord Syron'i mind by the ceiebrated Qitiqiie rf kit JuvenUe 
petfirmaHeei,put firth in the Edii^vr^ Revieiii, — ajoumai 
ahiek, at that Ime, pottetted aearfy nndtvided infiuence and 
authority. The poeft diariei and lettert afford evidence 
that, tn hit latter dai/i, he anuidered thit piece at fie wort 
of Mr. (nam Lord) Brougham ; hut on what groundt Atf 
bad come to that condunon he nowhere menHont, It form*, 
however, from whatever pen it may have proceeded, to im- 
portant a link in Lord Byron'i literary hiiiory, that we interl 
Hailength.--E.] 
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Houn of Idlenett ; a Seriei of PaeTiu, originiJ and trtaidiited. 
St/ George Gordon, Lord Synm, a Minor. Svo. pp. SOO. 

Tbi poeiT of, tbli jtmng lord belwii to tb> clua Hbicb n^tbei godi nm 
men ue Hid to pomiL Indeed, we do oot recoUect ID luve tta i qiua. 
St; oT yene wltb k I^ derlstioiu In dUier (Unction from thmt mtl 
ItudsnL Hit eenitiou ue iprud oyer s dead flU, aod on iia mare gS 
•IWTe or below the lerel, thin If ther were lo mucti itagiunt *■!«. Ai 
«a ejitenuatioD of tlili ofltece, tha Doble author it peculimrly fbnrerd in 
pleading miDDritr. Wa have it in tbe titlepage, and on the rerr tiack of 

at which each wat «rltt«n. Nov, the lAW upon the p<»nt of miDDrit; we 
L^aiDtiff can otfbt it at a tupplementarr grouod of action. Thiu, if an^ 

^yen agaiut blm, it ii highly prnbahle that an exception would be taken, 
were be to deliyer /or poetry the contenta of thia volunje. To thlt he 
mifht plead minoriiifi but, aa he now makei Foluntaij tender of the 
attick^ he hath no right to tue, nn that graund, for tbe price in ^ood cur- 
law CD the pcqnt } and, we daie to aaj, lo will it tw ruled. Fcrh^M, how- 

aaj, " See bow a mlnoi can write I Tbit porm wai actually compoaed bj a 
ymngman ctf eighteen, and ttiiibyoaeof onlj lixteenl" But,aiaiE wv 
all lefoember the poetrj of Cowlej at ten, and Fope at twelre \ and h> tu 
ttom hearing, with any degrev of lurpriae, that very poor venei wen 
written b; a youth from hit leaFing Khool to hii ieavln^ college, incluilve, 

happsni In the lUk of nine men In t«i who are educatsd in England ; and 
that the tenth man writs better tene thui Lord BfToo. 

Hlj other plea of priFliege out author rather brings fbrward in order to 
ware IL He certainly, however, doca allude frequently to hia Auniiy and 
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nphli dum « the tone o( luk. he Uk» ok to remnnbn ui of Dr. 

only tl]>C induH* ua to jjiTe Lord Bjron'a poemi a pUce In our «Tiew, 
b«ide Hic dslre to counwl blm, thu be do rorthwttti ibiindon poetiT, ud 

giaC, U better accauct. 

Vnih Ibit Tlev, we miut beg Ihtc miouil; U, auure hi^^ thit the 
mere Tbyming of tbe final ayUablflr even wbeo acccnqwDied by tlie pre- 
KDceoTecerteln pumberof fCett— ii4j, ehbou^ {which doei notaJweyi 
bappen] those fMt ibould ican regubrly, and hare been all counted accu- 



Tenei Uke the (bUowiDg, wrillen [n 1S06; and whether, It a jmith of 
Ifioetan ahotilil pubUah 11 : — 

New oouni«e, he'll tblnk upon glory indyou. 

" Though a teaf dim bit eye at thit lad tepantion, 
Tia nature, not fCai, that exoltea hii regret : 

Hie fUne of hit »then he ne'er can [NgeA. 

" That bmm^ and that memory, itiU will be cberi^ i 
He rowi that he ne'er will dlwmcc your renown; 
tike you win he lite, or bke you will he perlib ; 

Mow, we pHWydydo wen. that there li nothing better thn Oiete 
aUniil In the whole CDmpiua of the noble inliioT'iToluni& 

Lord &yTOD ahoidd alaohayeacareof attemptlDBwhitthegreatatpoet* 

•ee at hl> wtlUng.maater'i) are odioui, Oray'l Ode on Eton Collie Ihould 

village and School of Harrow. " 

" Where (Ikict yet Joji to retrace tbe reieniblante 
Of comridei, in meiidihlp and miKhief allied ; 

Wluoh reati In the bofoto, though hf^ie ii deoied." 

eiquliite llnea of Mr. Elbert, "On a Ttar," might 
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. BBIHBUIGH BXVIZW OR 

- UHd ChullT^ ^mr, to HI inoiUli twkiw, 
"■■ — "---luKniiiibubuitrcleui 

U dkU sheie Uiit Tlitue li Cac. 
it diatiKd Id a Tea. 



Dh tormK poflti hftd AiilsL ^ui, m do not 

ope •ucceedod » LodiUbccDtl) in tbc Ktaivt. 
If uuMhs opinion^ Uey may loot atit 



gTEit ni>auril» with Lord B;rDa. We bif e thaa at 111 Undl, ftom Asa- 
enoDtoOHifiP^aDd^TlowlDilheiaBiAOhoolecetclieiftJiermiT pau. O11I7, 
iihyprintthem*fta'th*ThiTehidthelrdi;aadierTedUitlituni? And 
vhy call-the thing In p. 7g^> a tranilatlan, where laa wnidi «a. li}u>) of 
the nlglnia are eipmded into (Our Una, and the other thing In p. 81.t, 
wbere fMrmMrutit nff b^ius i< renilered by rn«MDi of hi hubbliog Tons i 
Ai to bia Oulanlc pceayi wo are wt very food Jndfoi, bdng, In tniUi, 10 
iDoderat«ly akilletiinthat <p«dHfrfcainpatitlon,tbatweihauJd, inallpnv 
baUUly, be nltlcUlng wme Mt of [be genuine Muphenon ItKlf, were we 
to expiw OUT o^nloo of Loid Byron^ rbapaodlea. tf| then, the following 
bfl^DnlnfloTa*' Song of Baida 'Mt by hli Intlihjp, we ventuie Co object to 
Itf u fU ai we can cofnprefaend It " What Ama ritea on the nar of 
doudf, whofe dark gboat gleanu on the red itream of tempeeti i Hla Tolca 

After detaJnlng thli " brown chief'* Hme time, Che turda eondade byglv- 



dCed, on the flnidly eeaC of the Bymnt, we hi 
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THI nOVfM OF IDI,E1IB«S,^ ]| 

10 ifltADtkuftf Inastlof L^" but mlJy "^ tta* particulu ntfftn^ ol aa 



I ft QnA moOo, cijled GnoU, vft hAW th« fctUowing nu^ 



" llKn, In nputiiKnU inull ud ilB>t>, 

Tt» omdUliita Olr oriln* priia 

ail piwliic br tbe Didnl^ Wop, 

OoHbla Id bad, y« Mdr tiHi. 

" Who tudi fklK qimntUta fai Sd^ 
Or Hiuta o'er the dwp triimilv, I 

Dmtved of imny « trh J™biw Bi™i, 

" Raounciiu evBy plE«riiig pi«e, 
Fran author* of Aiitonc lue, 



Still huDllns Kt th«e Dcxupalioiu, 
Thai bun none but the biplm itudmt, 

Compued Willi Dthcr r-*^"''!'^"*' 
Which bring togeihi 



But, vbuMin ludgoienl may be puHd on the pucmiafthii nubia minor. 
It ueini we mtut take them ai we flnd them, and be cootrnt i (be tliej a» 
the lait we ihall erer hare from hhn. He li, at bat, he aari, but an 
louuder lolo the irora of Pamauui : be never lived In a burC, like 
thonxijli-bied peeu ; sod " though be once cored a careleu mount^neer 
in Che Highland) of ScotlHiid." he liu not of hite enjoyed thli aduutJige. 
ill puhUcalion ; and, whether il mc- 
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loTd'iItalloD.wbodaanotllveinagHTet.but "bu tlwiin7"of Mew. 
n«d Abbey. AgalD,we»y,let u(betluiikAit;iuiil, witbhonatSuubo,' 
Ud God bIcH tbe giver, dot look tbe gift bone In tta> mouth. (IJ 



(1) Tbe KoaMg Bnieatri, )n tho« dnyi tbe next in cticuliUni to 
tbe EdlDbmgb, gave a mucb more fbTourible notice of tbe " Hours of 
IdJeDeu." " niae coiopciiltiani (uld they) ue generilJy of a pluntlve or 
Bn BjnatoTy cut, fltb an occatlonal mixture of latlre i and they diiplay 
both eaie and Aliength — botb pathot and fire. It wU] be eipect«l that 
markftof juTEUilityandorbaateihouldbedlKDverEdiii-tbHEproductlDrup 

verance the dutiei of levUon and correction. We diBCem^ io Lord Bjron, 



excIMm with tbe Roman orator, ' Non [ubel mihl deplorare Tltam, quod 
muLtd, et 11 docti, aEpe ftcerunt ', neque me Tixliie poiDitet ; quoolau Ita 
TiiifUt oon fVuBtra me natum eilfltuDEm.' " — Lord Bfron repaid the 
Ediobutgta CribgiiB with a SUire — and became hinuelf a HanlUg 
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THE ADIEU. 



Adieu, thou Hill 1 (') where early joy 

Spread roses o'er my brow ; 
Where Science seeks each loitering boy 

With knowledge to endow. 
Adieu my youthful friends or foes, 
IVtners of former bliss or woes ; 

No more through Ida's paths we stray ; 
Soon must I share the gloomy cell, 
Whose ever-slumberiiig inmates dwell 

Unconscious of the day. 

Adieu, ye hoary Regal Fanes, 

Ye spires of Granta's vale, 
Where Learning robed in sable reigns. 

And Melancholy pale. 
Ye comrades of the jovial hour, 
Ye tenants of the classic bower. 

On Cama'fl verdant mai^in placed, 
Adieu I while memory still is mine, 
For, offerings on Oblivion's shrine, 

These scenes must be e&ced. 

Adieu, ye mountains of the clime 
Where grew my youthful years ; 

Where Loch na Garr in snows sublime 
His giant summit rears. 

(1} H*mw, 
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Why did my childhood wander forth 
From you, ye regions of the North, 

With sons of pride to roam ? 
Why did I quit my Highland cave, 
Marr's dusky heath, uid Dee's clear wave, 

To seek a Sotheron home P 

Hall of my Sires ! a long &rewell — 

Yet why to thee adieu? 
Thy vaults will echo back my knell, 

Thy towers my tomh will view : 
The faltering tongue which sung thy fall, 
And former glories of thy Hall (') 

Forgets its wonted simple note -r- 
But yet the Lyre retains the strings, 
And sometimes, on jEolian wings, 

In dying strains may float. 

Fields, which surround yon rustic cot. 

While yet I linger here, ' 
Adieu ! you are not now forgot, 

To retrospection dear. 
Streamlet ! (2) along whose -rippling sui^, 
My youthful limbs were wont to wge 

At noontide heat their [diant course ; 
Plunging with ardour from the shore. 
Thy springs will lave these limbs no more. 

Deprived of active force. 



at SouthweU— E. 
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And shall I here forget the scene. 

Still nearest to my breast ? 
Rocks rise, and rivers roll between 

The spot which passion blest; 
Yet, Mary ('), all thy beauties seem 
Fresh as in Love's bewitching dream, 

To me in smiles display'd: 
Till slow disease resigns his prey 
To Death, the parent of decay, 

Thine image cannot fade. 

And thou, my Friend (^'j I whose gentle love 

Yet thrills my bosom's chords, 
How much thy friendship was above 

Description's power of words ! 
Still near my breast thy gift I wear, 
Which sparkled once with Feeling's tear, 

Of Love the pure, the sacred gemj 
Our souls were equal, and our lot 
In that dear moment quite forgot ; 

Let Pride alone condemn I 

All, all, is dark and cheerless now I 

No smile of Love's deceit, 
Can warm my veins with wonted glow. 

Can bid Life's pulses beat : 
Not e'en the hope of future fame, 
Can wake my faint, exhausted frame, 

0) Muj Duff See ante, f. ITS note. 

(!} EckOtftone, the CiiiibildgB choriiter. See onM, pp. », 100, 
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Or crown with &ncied wreaths my head- 
Mine is a short inglorious race, — 
To humble in the dust my fece, 

And mingle with the dead. 

Oh Fame 1 thou goddess of my heart ; 

On htm who gains thy praise, 
Pointless must iaSl the Spectre's dart. 

Consumed in Glory's blaze ; 
But me she beckons Irom the earth. 
My name obscure, unmark'd my birth, 

My life a short and vulgar dream : 
Lost in the dull, ignoble crowd. 
My hopes recline within a shroud. 

My fate is Lethe's stream. 

When I repose beneath the sod. 

Unheeded in the clay. 
Where once my playful footsteps trod. 

Where now my head must lay ; 
TTie meed of Pity will be ahed 
In dew-drops o'er my narrow bed. 

By nightly skies, and storms alone ; 
No mortal eye will deign to steep 
With tears the dark sepulchral deep 

Which hides a name unknown. 

Forget this world, my restless sprite. 
Turn, turn thy thoughts to Heaven : 

There must thou soon direct thy fii|^t, 
If errors are forgiven. 
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To bigota and to sects unknown. 

Bow down beneath the Alnughtj's Throne; 

To Him address thy trembling prayer : 
He, who is merciful and just, 
Will not r^ect a child of dustj 

Although his meanest care. 

Father of Light I to Thee I call, 

My soul is dark within : 
Hiou, who canst mark the sparrow's fail, 

Avert the death of sin. 
Thou, who canst guide the wandering star, 
Who calm'st the elemental war, 

Whose mantle is yon boundless sl^, 
My thoughts, my words, my crimes Ibrgive j 
And, since I soon muGt cease to liv% 

Instruct me how to die. 

ISOT. [Now first publiibed.] 



TO A VAIN LADY. 

Ah, heedless girl I why thus disclose 
What ne'er was meant for other ears F 

Why thus destroy thine own repose 
And dig the source of fiiture tears? 

Oh, thou wilt weep, imprudent maid, 
While lurking envious foes will smile, 
o 4 
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For all the follies thou hast idd 
Of those who spoke but to beguile. 

Vain girl 1 thy ling'ring woes are nigh, 
If thou belier'st what striplings snj : 

Oh, irom the deep temptation Sy, 
Nor fall the specious spoiler's prey. 

Dost thou repeat, in childish boast, 
llie words man utters to deceive P 

Thy peace, thy hope, thy all is lost, 
1£ thou can'st venture to believe. 

While now amongst thy female peers 
Thou tell'st again the soothing tale, 

Can'st thou not mark the rising sneers 
Duplicity in vain would veil? 

These tales in secret silence hush, 
Nor make thyself the public gaze : 

What modest maid without a blush 

Recounts a flattering coxcomb's praise? 

Will not the laughing boy despise 
Her who relates each fond conceit — 

Who, thinking Heaven is in het eyes, 
Yet cannot see the slight deceit? 

For she who takes a soft delight 

These amorous nothings in revealing, 

Must credit all we say or write, 
While vanity prevents concealing. 
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Cease, if you prize yowt beauty's reign I 

No jealousy bids me reprove : 
One, vrho is thus from nature vain, 

I pity, but I cannot love. 

January 15. 1307. [Now first published.] 



Oh, Anne I your ofiences to me have been grievous ; 

I thought from my wrath no atonemmt could 
save you; 
But woman is made to command and deceive us — 

I look'd in your face, and I almost forgave you. 

I vow'd I could ne'er for a moment respect you, 
Yet thought that a day's separation was long : 

When we met, I determin'd again to suspect you — 
Your smile soon convinced me suspicion was wrong. 

I swore, in a transport of young indignation. 

With fervent contempt evermore to disdain you : 

I saw you — my anger became admiration ; 

And now, all my wish, all my hope, 's to regain you. 

With beauty like yours, oh, how vain the contention ! 

Thus lowly I sue for forgiveness before you ; — 
At once to conclude such a fruitless dissension, 

Befiilse, my sweet Anne) when I cease to adore you! 

Januar; 16. 1807. [Now 6rst published.] 
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TO THE SAME. 



Oh saj not, sweet Anne, that the Fates have decreed 
The heartwhich adores you shouldwish to diseever; 

Such Fates were to me most unkind ones indeed, — 
To bear me from lore and from beauty for ever. 

Your ftowns, lovely girl, are the Fates which alone 
Could bid rae from fond admiration refrain ( 

By these, every hope, every wish were o'erthrown. 
Till smiles should restore me to rapture again. 

As the ivy and oak, in the forest entwined, 
The rage of the tempest united must weather, 

My love and my life were by nature desigu'd 
To flourish tdike, or to perish together. 

Then say not, sweet Anne, that the Fates have de- 
creed. 
Your lover should bid you a lasting adieu ; 
Till Fate can ordain that his bosom shall bleed 
His soul, his existence, are centred in you. 

1807. [Now flnt pubU^fed.] 



Tht verse is " sad" enough, no doubt: 
A devilish deal more sad than witty J 

Why we should weep I can't find out. 
Unless for thee we weep in pity. 
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Yet there is one I pity more ; 

And much, alas I I think he needs it : 
For he, I 'm sure, wiU suffer sore. 

Who, to his own misfortune, reads it. 

Thy rhymes, without the aid of magic. 
May once be read — but never after : 

Yet their effect's by no means tragic, 
Although by far too dull for laughter. 

But would you make our bosoms bleed. 
And of no common pang complain — 

If you would make us weep indeed, 
Tell us, you'll read them o'er again. 

March 8. 1807. [Now first publiabed.] 



ON FINDING A FAN. 

In one who felt as once he felt, 

Thb might, perhaps, have fiinn'd the flame ; 
But now his heart no more wiU melt. 

Because that heart is not the same. 

As when the ebbing flames are low. 

The dd which ance improved their light 

And bade them burn with fiercer glow, 
Now quenches all their blaze in night, 

Thus has it been with passion's fires — 
As many a boy and girl remembers — 
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While every hope of love expires, 
Extinguish'd with the dying embers. 

The_^ft, though not a spark survive, 
Some careful hand may teach to burn ; 

The last, alas 1 can ne'er survive ; 
No touch can bid its warmth return. 

Or, if it chance to wake again, 

Not always doom'd its heat to smother, 

It sheds (so wayward &tes ordain) 
Its former warmth around another. 

1807. [Now Gtm published.] 



FAREWELL TO THE MUSE. 

Thou Power ! who hast ruled me throu^ infancy's 
days, 

Young ofispring of Fancy, 'tis time we should part ; 
llien rise on the gale this the last of my lays. 

The coldest efiiision which springs from my heart. 

This bosom, responsive to r^ture no more. 

Shall hush thy wild notes, nor implore thee to sing ; 

The feelmgs of childhood, which taught thee to soar, 
Are walled &r distant on Apathy's wing. 

Though simple the themes of my rude flowing Lyre, 
Yet even these themes are departed for ever ; 
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No more beam the eyes which my dream could inspire, 
My visions are flown, to return, — alaa, never I 

When drain'd is the nectar which gladdens the bowl, 
How vain is the effort delight to prolong I 

When cold is the beauty which dwelt in my soul. 
What magic of Fancy can lengthen my song? 

Can the lips sing of Love in the desert alone. 
Of kisses and amiles which they now must resign ? 

Or dwell with delight on the hours that are flown P 
Ab, no ! for those hours can no longer be mine. 

Can they speak of the friends that I lived but to love ? 

Ah, surely auction enobles the strain 1 
But how can my numbers in sympathy move, 

When I scarcely con hope to behold them again? 

Can I sing of the deeds which my Fathers have done, 
And raise my loud harp to the fame of my Sires ? 

For glories like theirs, oh, bow feint is my tone I 
For Heroes* exploits how unequal my fires ! 

Untouch'd, then, my Lyre shall reply to the blast — 
'Tis hush'd ; and my feeble endeavours are o'er ; " 

And those who have heard it will pardon the past. 
When they know that its murmurs shall vibrate no 



And soon shall its wild erring notes be forgot^ 
Since early affection and love is o'ercast ; 

Oh ! blest bad my late been, and happy my lot, 
Hadthe first strain of love been the dearest, the last. 
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Farewell, my young Muse 1 since we now can ne'er 
meet; 

Ifoursongshave been languid, they surelyare few: 
Let us hope that the present at least will be sweet — 

The present — which seals our eternal Adieu. 

1S07. [Nov fiist published.] 



TO AN OAK AT NEWSTEAD.('> 
Young Oak I when I planted thee deep in theground, 

I hoped that thy days would be longer than mine ; 
That thy dark-navingbranches would flourish around, 

And ivy thy trunk with its mantle entwine. 

Such, such was my hope, when, in infancy's years, 
On the land of my fathers I rear'd thee with pride : 

Tliey are past, and 1 water thy stem with my tears, — 
Thy decay not the weeds that surround thee can 
hide. 

I left thee, iny Oak, and, since that fatal hour, 
A stranger has dwelt is the hall of my sire ; 

It Nfl<nrt«id, in I7Se. pEiited u oik in 

ii«oakGb^edupbywH(^,«id«Jnio*t deitroyed; — beoce 
ittlf alter Colonel WiUmui, the present proprietor, took 
ie diy noticed It, ind uld to the (ervuit wlio wh witli 

»."— "I bope not, tir," replied the n»Di'<for ifi the 
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Till manhood shall crown me, notmineia the power, 
But Ma, whoae neglect maj hare bade thee expire. 

Oh I hardy thou wert — even now little care 

Might revive thy young head, and thy wounds 
gently heal : 

But thou wert not feted affection to share — 
For who could suppose that a Stranger would feel ? 

Ah, droop not, my Oak I lifl thy head for a while ; 
Ere twice round yon Glory this planet shall 

TTie hand of thy Master will teach thee to smile, 
"When In&ncy's years of probation are done. 

Oh, live then, my Oak ! tow'r aloft from the weeds, 
That clog thy young growth, and assist thy 
decay. 

For still in thy bosom are life's early seeds. 

And still may thy branches their beauty display. 

Oh! yet, if maturity's years may he thine. 
Though /shall lie low in the cavern of death, 

On thy leaves yet the day-beam of ages may shine, 
Uninjured by time, or the rude winter's breath. 

For centuries still may thy boughs lightly wave 
O'er the corse of thy lord in thy canopy laid ; 

While the branches thus gratefully shelter his 
grave. 
The chief who survtves may recline in thy shade. 
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And as he, with his boys, shall revisit this spot. 
He wiU tell them in whispers more softly to tread. 

Oh I surely, by these I shall ne'er be forgot : 
Remembrance still hallows the dust of the dead. 

And here, will they say, when in life's glowii^ prime, 
Perh^s he has pour'd forth his young simple lay, 

And here must he sleep, till the momenta of time 
Are lost in the hours of Eternity's day. 

1807. [Now first publirfied.l 



ON REVISITING HARROW, (i) 

Herb once engaged the stranger's view 
Young Friendship's record simply traced ; 

Few were her words, — but yet, though few, 
Resentment's hand the line defaced. 

Deeply she cut — but not erased, 
The characters were still so plain, , 

That Friendship once retum'd, and gazed,— 
Till Memory hail'd the words again. 

Repentance placed them as before ; 

Forgiveness join'd her gentle name : 
So feir the inscription secm'd once more, 

That Friendship thought it still the same. 



mofiML Aft^ntudi, on KceltlDg 
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Tlina might the Recwd sow have been ; 

But, ah, in spite of Hope's endeavour, 
Or Friendghip's tears, Ftide nish'd between, 

And blotted out the line for ever I 



EPITAPH ON JOHN ADAMS, OF SOUTHWELL, 



John Adams lies here, of the parish of Southwell, 
A Carrier who carried bis can to his mouth well ; 
He carried so much, and he carried so iast, 
He could carry no more — so was carried at last ; 
For, the liquor be drank, being too much for one, 
He could not carrt/ off, — so he's now earri-on, 

September, 1807. 



TO MY SON. (>) 



Thosx flaxen locks, those eyes of blue, 
Bright as thy mother's in their hue ; 
Those roB)i lips, whose dimples play 
And smile to steal the heart away. 
Recall a scene of former joy, 
And touch thy father's heart, my Boy I 

' (I) Ntitber the ncord^ ramTerHiinii of Lord Bjmn, lur U 
St ditflH, fUmMi an; tnreafevidenivtbatnwtaiWDenTfxiit 
TOL. VII. P 
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And thou canst IJsp a iatber's name ^~ 
Ah, William, were thine own the same, — 
No self-reproach — but, let me cease — 
My care for thee shall pm'chase peace ; 
Thy mother's shade shall smile in joy, 
And pardon alt the past, my Boy I 

Her lowly grave the turf has prest. 
And (hou hast known a stranger's breast. 
Derision sneers upon thy birth. 
And yields thee scarce a name on earth ; 
Yet shall not these one hope destroy, — 
A Father's heart is thine, my Boy ! 

Why, let the world unfeeling frown, 
Must I fond Nature's claim disown ? 
Ah, no — though moralists reprove, 
I hul thee, dearest child of love. 
Fur cherub, pledge of youth and joy — 
A Father guards thy birth, ray Boy I 

Oh, 'twill be sweet in thee to trace, 
Ere age has wrinkled o'er my face. 
Ere half my glass of life is run. 
At once a brother and a son ; 
And all my wane of years employ 
In justice done to thee, my Boy ! 

Although BO young thy heedless sire. 
Youth wilt not damp parental fire ; 
And, wert thou still less dear to me, 
While Helen's form revives in thee, 
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The breast, which beat to fonner joy, 
Will ne'er desert its pledge, my Boy I 

1807. 



FAREWELL! IF EVER FONDEST PRATEB. 

Farbwell! if ever fondest prayer 

For other's weal avail'd on high, 
Mine will not all be lost in air, 

But waft thy name beyond the sky. 
'Twere vain to apeak, to weep, to sigh : 

Oh ! more than tears of blood can tell. 
When wrung from guilt's expiring eye, 

Are in that word — Farewell I — Farewell I 

These lips are mute, these eyes are dry ; 

But m my breast and in my bram. 
Awake the pangs that pass not by. 

The thought that ne'er shall sleep agaia. 
My soul nor deigns nor dares complain. 

Though grief and passion there rebel: 
I only know we loved in vain 

I only feel — Farewell I — Farewell I 



BRIGHT BE THE PLACE OF THT SOUL. 
Bkioht be the place of thy soul I 

No lovelier spirit than thme 
E'er burst from its mortal control. 
In the orbs of the blessed to shine. 
p 2 
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On earth thou weit aU but diriner 
As thy soul Bball inunwuU; be ; 

And our sorrow may cease to repine, 
When we know that thj God is with thee. 

Light be the turf of thy tomb ! 

May its verdure like emeralds be : 
There should not be the shadow of ^oona 

Id aught tliat reminds us of thee. 

Young flowers and Era evei^een tree 
May spring ftoai the spot of thy rest : 

But nor cypress nor yew let us see ; 

For why should we mourn for the blest? 



WHEN WE TWO PARTED. 

Whrn we two parted 

In silence and tears, 
Half broken J] earted 

To sever for ye»i, 
File grew thy che^ and ooldt 

Colder thy kiss ; 
Truly that hour fbretdd 

Sorrow to this. 

The dew ofthe morning- 
Sunk diill on my brow — 

It ftit like the wunii^ 
Ofwhatlfeelnow. 
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Jhj Tom are bU brtAen, 
And li^t is thy &me { 

I bear thy name ipcdcen, 
And tttare in its riiame. 

They name ^ee befbra mei 

A knell to mbe ew ; 
A shudder comeB o'er me — 

Why wert thou so dear? 
They know not I knev thee, 

Who knew thee too well i — 
Long, long ihail I rue thee, 

Too deeply to telL 

Id secret we met — 

In silence I grieve, 
That thy heart could fivget, 

Thy spirit deceive. 
If I should meet thee 

After long yeaxB, 
How should I greet thee ? ■— 

With silence and tears. 



TO A YOUTHFUL PEIIMD. (i) 
Few years have pass'd since thou and t 

Were firmest fiends, at least i& name. 
And childhood's gay sincerity 

Preserved our feelings long the sune. 
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But now, like me, too well thou kuow'st 
What trifles oft the heart recall ; 

And those who once have loved the most 
Too aoon forget they loved at all. 

And Buch the change the heart displays, 
So frail is early Iriendship's reign, 

A month's brief lapse, perhaps a day's, 
Will view thy mind estranged agun. 

If so, it never shall be mine 

To mourn the loss of such a heart ; 

The feult was Nature's fault, not thine, 
Which made thee fickle as thou art.' 

As rolls the ocean's changing tide, 
So human feelings' ebb and flow ; 

And who would in a breast confide 
Where stormy passions ever glow ? 

It boots not that, together bred, 

Our childish days were days of joy: 

My spring of life has quickly fled ; 
Thou, too, hast ceased to be a boy. 

And when we bid adieu to youth. 
Slaves to the specious world's control, 

We sigh a long farewell to truth ; 
That world corrupts the noblest souL 
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Ah, joyous season I when the mind 
Dares all things boldly but to lie ; 

When thought ere spoke is unconfined, 
And sparkles in the placid eye. 

Not so in Man's maturer years, 
Wlien Man himself is but a tool ; 

When interest sways our hopes and fears. 
And all must love and hate by rule. 

With fools in kindred vice the same, 
We learn at length our faults to blend; 

And those, and those alone, may claim 
The prostituted name of friend. 

Sucb is the common lot of man : 
Can we then 'scape from folly free ? 

Can we reverse the general plan. 
Nor be what all in turn must be P 

No ; for myself, so dark my fate 

Through every turn of life hath been ; 

Man and the world so much I hate, 
I care not when I quit the scene. 

But thou, with spirit frail and Itf^t, 
Wilt shine awhile, and pass away ; 

As glow-worms sparkle through the night, 
But dare not stand the test of day. 

Alas I whenever folly calls 

Where parasites and princes meet, 
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(For cheriah'd first in royal hallsj 
The welcome vices kindly greet) 

Ev*!! now thou'rt nightly sem to add 
One insect to the fluttering crowd ; 

And still thy trifling heart is glad 
To join the v^a, naA court the proud. 

There dost thmi gl'cle irom fiur to iair, 
Still simpering on with eager haste, 

As flies along the gay parterre, 

That taint the flowers they scarcely t))st«. 

But say, what nymph wil) prize the flame 
Which seems, as marshy vapours move, 

To flit along from dame to dame. 
An ignis-&tuus gleam of love i 

What friend for thee, howe'er inclined, 
Will deign to own a kindred care ? 

Who will debase his manly mind. 
For friendship every fool may sharft I 

In dme forbear ; amidst the throng 

No more so base a thing be seen ; 
No more so idly pass along : 

Be something, any thingi but — mean. 

180& 
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LINES INSCRIBED UPON A CUP FORMED 
FROH A BKUI.L. {>) 

Start not — nor deem my spirit fled : 

In me behold the only skull, 
pVom which, unlike a living head, 

Whatever flows is never dull. 

I lived, I loved, I quaPd, like thee ; 

I died : let earth ray bones resign : 
FUl up — thou canst not mjure me ; 

The worm hath fouler lips than thine. 

Better to hold the sparkling grape. 

Than nurse the earth-worm's slimy brood ; 

And circle in the goblet's shape 

The drink of Gods, th^ reptile's food. 

Where once my wit, perchance, hath Aone, 

In aid of others' let me shine ; 
. And when, alas I our brains are gone. 

What nobler substitute than wine P 



(I) Lord Brno (In* tlw Mlowliig ■mDM of tUi n9:—*"n* (ir- 




is nude of tlu oiMcm of quMtBngniix oM «f duUu cuft 
lit. In Ddkcrt" Wmderof > KlngliiiB." TtairniU mji,— 

" Would I Imd ton thouuDd Bidlai* haadi. 
Their ikuUiKt 111 Is dlTRj to dilnk battlu 
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Quaff, while thou const : another racCi 
When thou and thine like me are sped, 

M&j rescue thee from earth's embrace, 
And riiyine and revel with the dead. 

Why notP since through life's little day. 

Our heads such sad effects produce ; 
Redeem'd tirom worms and wasting clay, 

This chance ts theirs, to be of use. 

d Abbey, 180B. 
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PREFACE. (') 



All my friends, learned and unlearned, hare 
ui^ed me not to publish this Satire with my name. 
If I were to be " Ivirned from the career of my 
humour by quibbles quick, and paper bullets of the 
brain," I should have complied with their counaeL 
But I am not to be terrified by abuse, or bullied by 
teriewers, with or without arms. 1 can safely say 
that I have attacked none persmiallyi who did not 
commence on the ofiensive. An author's works are 
public property : he who purdiases may judge, and 
publish bis opinion if he pleases ; and the authors I 
bare endeavoured to commemcoate may do by me 
as I have done by them. I dare say they will suc- 
ceed better in condemning my scribblings, than in 
mending their own. But my object is not to prove ' 
that I can write well, but, if possible, to make others 
write better. 

As the poem'has met with far more success than 
I expected, I have endeavoured in this edition to 
make some additions and alteradons, to render it 
more worthy of public perusal. 
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In the first edidon of this satire, published anony- 
mously, fourteen lines on the subject of Bowles's 
Pope were written by, and inserted at the request 
of, an ingenious iriend of mine ('), who has now in 
the press a volume of poetry. In the present edition 
they are erased, and some of my own substituted in 
their stead ; my only reason for this being that which 
I conceive would operate with any other person in 
the same manner, — a determination not to publish 
with my name any production, which was not en- 
tirely and excluMvely my own composition. 

With (2) regard to the real talents of many of the 
poetical persons whose performances are mentioned 
or alluded to in the following pages, it is presumed 
by the author that there can be little difference of 
opinion in the public at large; though, like other 
sectaries, each has his separate tabernacle of prose- 
lytes, by whom his abilities are over-rated, his iaults 
overlooked, and his metrical canons received without 
scruple and without consideration. But the un- 
questionable possession .of considerable genius by 
several of the writers here censured renders their 
mental prostitution more to he regretted. Imbecility 
may be pitied, or, at worst, laughed at and forgotten ; 
perverted powers demand the most decided repre- 
henuon. No one can wish more than the author 
that some known and able writer had undertaken 
their exposure ; but Mr. Gifford has devoted himself 
to Massinger. and, in the absence of the regular 
physician, & country practitioner amy, in cases of 
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absolute neceas!^, be allowed to prescribe his nos- 
trum to prevent the extension of so deplorable an 
epidemic, provided there be no quackery ia his 
treatment of the malady. A causlic is here offered ; 
as it is to be feared nothing short of actual cautery 
can recover the numerous patients afflicted with the 
present prevalent and distressing rabies for rhyming. 
— As to theEdinbui^h Reviewers (1), it would indeed 
require an Hercules to crush the Hydra ; but if the 
author succeeds in merely " bruising one of the 
heads of the serpent," though his own hand should 
Bufer in Hie encounter, he will be amply satisfied. (^) 

(1) " I wtU rwoUect," nld Lord Bjron, in MSI, " Iht, affbct which the 
ixitiquB of Uie Edinburgh R<Tl«wen, on mT dnt pocn, liid upon me- 
lt vju Ttgt and Ktlttuce, and redreit i tmt not deipoiidencT nor defpidr. 
A lavage review la bemlodi to a ludcing autiior. and the one m me (which 
produced the EngUih Bardi, &(l) knocked me down .—but I got up agailL 
That critique wai a maatET-picce of tow wit, a tluua of acurriioui nhuie. 
a great deal of ruigar traih, about peo|Ae bdng 
ling a gift hone in the 
■o (ai term Iheir Ijuliying me, 
DD falsifying their Taren prefic. 
aa Chsr Hould, that it w» not 
i" — E. 

Bi Sit ^erton Brydgei hai wail ob- 
oinl where hil original atrength lay ; 
I bitt«r indignation. He puhliitied 
■EngHah Eardi and Scotcli Revieweti,' and bowed down (hae who had 
hlthetto held a deapntlc TidocT over [he public mind. Tfaete wan, after 

than In Iti Intrindc force. But the moni eStxt of the galiantrr of Ibe 
■iaault,ud of tie JuaUce of tie cauie, madeitiinorioui and triumphant. 
TTilj waa one of Ihoie lucky derelopemenla which cannot often occur ; and 
which Died Lord Byrcm'a funt From that i»j he ougnged the puhlle 
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226 ENGLISH BARDS AHD 

And I not sing, lest, haply, Scotch reviews 
Should dub me scribbler, and denounce mj muse F 
IVepare for rhyme — I'll publish, right or wrong : 
Fools are my theme, let satire be my song. 

Oh I nature's noblest gift — my gray goose-quill ! 
Slave, of my thoughts, obedient to my will, 
Tom from thy parent bird to form a pen, 
That mighty instrument of little men ! 
The pen I foredoom 'd to aid the mental throes 
Of brains that labour, big with verse or prose. 
Though nymphs forsake, and critics may deride 
The lover's solace, and the author's pride. 
What wits I what poets dost thou daily raise I 
How frequent is thy use, how small thy praise I 
Condemn'd at length to be forgotten quite. 
With all the pages which 'twas thine to write. 
But thou, at least, mine own especial pen I 
Once laid aside, but now assumed again, 



With ■ Sbal esrthqUHkfi tATBged Ihe CuvccUt 
And niKd thRpriaeofdrr-goDdA and tobvcoi 

Who thouglit In flsme* St Jwna'i court U pin 
Who burht Uie wiTdnbe orpoor Lady Fiuelif 
Why htj who rbr^ng for thLi iile A yott, 
Banindi me or 1 Une 1 liWl; fOkt — 



0«d blca th« nnj, blew the FrlnceH ChuMtel 
God blc« the Guudr, though vonUd Oillii H»ff1 
Ood bleu their pig.uilt, though they're 
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Out task complete, like Htunet's (>) shall be free ; 
Though Bpum'd by others, yet beloved by me : 
Then let us soar to-day ; no common theme, 
No eastern vision, no distemper'd dream (^) 
Inspires, — our path, though fiill of thorns, is plain ; 
Smooth be the verse, and easy be the strain. 

When Vice triumphant holds her sov'reign sway, 
Obey'd by all who nought beside obey ; 
When Folly, frequent harbinger of crime. 
Bedecks her cap with bells of every clime; 
When knaves and fools combined o'er all prevail, 
And weigh their justice in a golden scale ; 
E'en then the boldest start from public sneers, 
Afraid of shame, unknown to other fears, 
More darkly sin, by satire kept in awe. 
And shrink irom ridicule, though not from law. 

Such is the force of wit ! but not belong 
To me the arrows of satiric song ; 
The royal vices of our age demand 
A keener weapon, and a mightier hand. 
Still there are follies, e'en for me to chase, 
And yield at least amusement ia the race : 
Laugh when I laugb, I seek no other &me ; 
The cry is up, and scribblers are my game. 
Speed, Pegasus 1 — ye strains of great and small, 
Ode, epic, elegy, have at you all ! 
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I too can scrawl, and once upon a time 
I pour'd along the town a flood of rhyme, 
A schoolboy freak, unworthy praise or blame ; 
I printed — older children do the same. 
'Tis pleasant, sure, to see one's name in print; 
A book 's a book, although there 's nothing in 't> 
Not that a title's sounding charm can save 
Or scrawl or scribbler from an equal grave : 
This Lambe must own, since his patrician name 
Fail'd to preserve the spurious &rce from shame. (') 
No matter, Geoige continues still to write, {^) 
Though now the name b veil'd from public sighL 
Moved by the great example, I pursue 
The self-same road, but make my own review ! 
Not seek great JeSrey's, yet, like him, will be 
Self-constituted judge of poesy, 

A mao must serre his time to ev'ry trade 
Save censure — critics all are ready made. 
Take hackney'd jokes from Miller, got by rote. 
With just enough of learning to misquote ; 
A mind well skill'd to find or forge a &ult; 
A turn for punning, call it Attic salt ; 
To Jefirey go, be silent and discreet. 
His pay is just ten sterling pounds per sheet: 
Fear not to Ue, 'twill seem a sharper hit ; 
Shrink not from blasphemy, 'twill pass for wit ; 

;ij Ttaii InKenucmi faath li menticofd more pimcnUilT, wltb hli pn>- 
Awttloti, In uioCher plice. 

(*) In the Edinbiiinh Heiiew. — [" He ■> ■ rerj good fellow ; ud, b- 
npttilimotlin ud liiliT, th« t»t orUte Kt, to my mind." — a 1S1&] 
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Care not fiw feeling — pass your proper jest. 
And stand a critic, hated yet careaa'd. 

And shaU we own such judgment P no — as soc 
Seek roses in December — ice in June ; 
Hope constancj in wind, or corn in chaff; 
Believe a woman or an epitaph, 
Or any other thing that 's false, before 
You trust in critics, who themselves are sore ; 
Or yield one single thought to be misled 
By Jeffrey's heart, or Lambe's Bceotian head. (') 
To these young tyrants (^), by themselves mi 

placed, 
Combined usurpers on the throne of taste; 
To these, when authors bend in humble awe. 
And hail their voice as truth, their word as law — 
While these are censors, 'twould be sin to spare ; 
While such are critics, why should I forbear ? 
But yet, so near all modern worthies run, 
'Tis doubtful whom to seek, or whom to shun ; 
Nor know we when to spare, or where to strike, 
Our bards and censors are so much alike. 

Then should you ask me (^), why I venture o*ei 
The path which Pope and Gifford trod before ; 

(1) Main. JtSttj md LhiIm are tbe Klplu ind omtfa, the Snt i 
iMt of th« EdlnbuTgbRcTisTi Ue otben >n munaoaa) hemltcr. 

["Tblmunotiuit H^thecEhdian norlbc hodofthcKgcnUem 
■re n nil That (her *" bere represented. At the time thii wu wiitti 



m*dml(tiiU,e(laiii."— tAi. SU. L 
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If not yet sicken'd, you can still proceed : 
Go on ; my rhyme will tell you as you read. 
"But hold!" exclaims a fi-iend, — " here's some 

neglect : 
This — that — and t' other line seem incorrect." 
What then? the self-same blunder Pope has got, 
And careless Drj'den — " Ay, but Pye has not:"— 
Indeed I — 'tis granted, faith I — but what care I? 
Better to err with Pope, than shine with Pye. 

Time was, ere yet in these degenerate days (') 
Ignoble themes obtain'd mistaken praise. 
When sense and wit with poesy allied. 
No fabled graces, Eoucish'd ude by side ; 




'drdiwurtli, but Uudeth MitWrCi 
ditpoHd lo Fitupecate Mr LewU 
» late} and (he Lord St 

^ aTApatLlaeth with theR«ver«nd Bowlci— anddeploretb the ma. 

IkDChDlir f^Ue of Jajnes Montgcmiery — .- hreaketh out into invective agaimt 
the Edinburgh Reiieweri— ralietii Ihcm liud nsmn, hiTjuei and tbelika 
^apoftropbiKth Jeffre7. andprt>phe«iethr — ^liode of JeJTVejr and Hoor^ 
tlieii leopardf and deiiveraiice ^ poitenti on the mom of thecomlut^ the 
Tweed, Tolbsolh, Frith of Fonh, •eveiall)- shocked j deieeDt of a goddeii 

I, Herbert, Scott, Hallim, 
"nney , Cherry, Sic — Sheiidan, Colman, and Cnmberlanii calied 
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From the same fount their inspiration drew, 
And, rear'd by taste, bloom'd fairer as they grew. 
Then, in this happy isle, a Pope's (') pure strain 
Sought the rapt soul to charm, nor sought in vmn; 
A polish'd nation's praise aspired to claim. 
And raised the people's, as the poet's fame. 
Like him great Dryden pour'd the tide of song. 
In stream less smooth, indeed, yet doubly strong. 
Then Gongreve's scenes could cheer, or Otway'tl 

melt — 
For nature then an English audience felt. 
But why these names, or greater still, retrace, 
When all to feebler bards resign their place ? 
Yet to such times our lingering looks are cast. 
When taste and reason with those times are past. 
Now look around, and turn each trifling page, 
Survey the precious works that please the age ; 
Tliis truth at least let satire's self allow, 
Ko dearth of bards can be complain'd of now ; (^) 
The loaded press beoeath her labour groans. 
And printers' devils shake their weary bones ; 
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While Southey's epics cram the cretUdng shelres, 
And Little's lyrics shine in hot-press'd twelves. 
Thus saith the preacher ; " Nought beneath the mm 
Is new ; " yet still fix>in change to change we run : 
What varied wonders tempt us as they pass I 
The cow-pox, tractors, galvanism, and gas, 
In turns appear, to make the vulgar stare, 
Till the swoln bubble bursts — and all is air I 
Nor less new schools of Poetry arise. 
Where dull pretenders grapple for the prize : 
O'er taste awhile these pseudo-bards prevail ; 
Each country book-club bows the knee to Baat, 
And, hurUng lavrful genius from the throne, 
Erects a shrine and idol of its own ; (>) 
Some leaden calf — but whom it matters not, 
Ttom soaring Southey down to grovelUng Stott. (^} 

Behold I in various throngs the scribbling crew, 
For notice eager, pass in long review : 
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Eadi spurs his jaded Pegasus apace, 

And rhyme and blank maintain an equal race ; 

Sonnets on sonnets crowd, and ode on ode ; 

Aad tales of terror jostle on the road ; 

Immeasurable measures move along ; 

For aimpering folly lores a varied song, 

To strange mysterious dulness still the friend. 

Admires the strain she cannot comprehend. 

Thus Lays of Minstrels (')— may they be the last Ii — 

On half-strung harps whine mournful to the blast. 

While mountain spirits prate to river sprites, 

That dames may listen to the sound at nights ; 



" Ob T IbriL Lay ! loud u the sargs 
That laflhea L^ildnd'i lounding ihore." 
d h»ve merej qnui f die " Lij of the Lut HInitnl " wH notWng to 

) See tba " Ls; of the Lul Hinnrel,"|ii>itAii. Never wu laj plan 
icongnrou and abaurd h the groundwork of IbU production. The 
■ance of Thunder and Lightning, prologuiiing to Bares' tnigedj un. 
unalely Cakei away the merit of originality lyom the dialogue between 
Hieuri the ^liiltj of Hood and Fell in the fint canto. Tlien we bare 
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And goblin brats, of Gilpin Homer's brood, 
Decoy young border-nobles through the wood. 
And skip at eveiy step, Lord knows how high. 
And frighten foolish babes, the I<ord knows why ; 
While high-born ladies in their magic cell, 
Forbidding knights to read who cannot spell, 
Despatch a courier to a wizard's grave, 
And fight with honest men to shield a knaye. 

Next view in state, proud prandng on his roan, 
lite golden-crested haughty Marmion, 
Now forging scrolls, now foremoBt in the fight. 
Not quite a felon, yet but half a knight, 
The gibbet or the field prepared to grace ; 
A mighty mixture of the great and base. 
And think'st thou, Scott I (') by vain conceit 

perchance, 
On public taste to foist thy stale romance. 
Though Murray with his Miller may combine 
To yield thy muse just half-a-crown per line ? 
No I when the sons of song descend to trade, 
Their bays are sear, their former laurels fade. 
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Let such forego the poet's sacred name, 

Who rack their brains for lucre ('), not for fame: 



1} Lord BjTon, u li veil kiK>wni Kt out with the deb 
«elT« money fbr^hji writing For th« liberty to rep 
rotUtod J«ir handred gulDCH i and tbt ataoej pud fa. 
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Still for stem Mammon may they toil In vain I 
And Badly gaze on gold they cannot gain I 
Such be their meed, such alill the just reward 
Of prostituted muse and hireUng bard I 
For this we spum Apollo's venal son, 
And bid a long " good night to Marmion." (') 

These are the themes that claim our plaudits now ; 
These are the bards to whom the muse must bow; 
While Milton, Dryden, Pope, alike forgot. 
Resign their hallow'd bays to Walter Scott, 

The time has been, when yet the muse was young, 
When Homer swept the lyre, and Maro sung. 
An epic scarce ten centuries could claim, 
While awe-slxuck nations hail'd the magic name : 
The work of each immortal bard appears 
The single wonder of a thousand years. (^) 
Empires have moulder'd from the face of earth. 
Tongues have expired with those who gave them 

birth, 
Without the glory such a strain can give, 
Ab even in ruin bids the language live. 



" Good night lo MMmton "— Uie pUhetlc uid ibo pi 
itlon of Henrr Blount, Etquirc, on thcdeUh ofhoDeil M 
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Not Eo with U9, though minor barda content. 
On one great work a life of labour spent ; 
With eagle pinion soaring to the skies, 
Behold die ballad-monger Southey rise ! 
To him let Camoena, MUton, Tasso yield, 
Whose annual strains, like armies, take the field. 
First in the ranks see Joan of Arc advance, 
Hie scourge of England and the boast of France ! 
Though burnt by wicked Bedford for a witch, 
Behold her statue placed in glory's niche ; 
Her fetters burst, and just released from prison, 
A virgin phcenix from her ashes risen. 
Next see tremendous Thalaba come on, (1) 
Arabia's monstrous, wild, and wond'rous son ; (^) 
Domdaniel's dread destroyer, who o'erthrew 
More mad magicians than the world e'er knew. 
Immortal hero I all thy foes o'ercome, 
For ever reign — the rival of Tom Thumb! 
Since startled metre fled before thy &ce, 
Well wert thou doom'd the last of all thy race I 
Well might triumphant genii bear thee hence, 
lUustrious conqueror of common sense! 
. Kow, last and greatest, Madoc spreads his sails. 
Cacique in Mexico, and prince in Wales; 
Tells us strange tales, as other travellers do, 
More old than Mandeville's, and not so true. 

{1) "ThHlmta," Mr-Soulhejij (econd pnein,!! wiiHcn In iqien defiance 
of pKcedeat and pMtrj. Ui. S. wiibnl to produce loiiiethiag noiel, ud 
ncceeded W h iiUrMla " Joan Df Arc," wu mirvellouj enough, but 
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Oh, Southey ! Southey ! (>) cease thy varied song I 
A bard may chant too often and too long : 
As thou art strong m verse, in mercy, spare I 
A fourth, alas 1 were more than we could bearl 
But if, in spite of all the world can say. 
Thou still wQt verseward plod thy weary way ; 
If still in Berkley ballads most undvij, 
Tliou wilt devote old women to the devil, (^) 
The babe unborn thy dread int£nt may rue : 
" God help thee," Southey (*}, and thy readers too.(*) 

(I) We beg Mr. South«}'i pudon r " Hadoc iliidainB Che dcgruUng title 
ofepic" See bitprerue. Wh; ie epic degraded f uid by whom F Cei- 

Saulher'i poem " lUKlalnithe uppellitian," allow lu to uk— hutienib. 
itituted an) thing better In Id ateUlF or mutt hebe concent lo rival Sii 

(S) See ■■ The OH Woman of BetOej," a ballad, by Mr. Souther, 
' tnttlng bone" 

(31 The lut line, " Ood help thee," li an crldenC plagisiiim Anrn the 
AncUlacabln to Hr. ScmCher, on hli Dsnt>li[:i. -- [Lord Byron here alludei 
toMr. Giffiird'iparodyoii Mr. SouChej'i Dactyllci, which BidiUiiu; — 
"Ne'BTtalkoreanigaln! looliat thy ipelling.bDok; 
Dilwonh and Dycheueboth mad ac thy quantltiei _ 
Daclyllci, call'il thou 'em f — ' God help thee, Hlly one.- '•— E.] 
(4) [" LonI ByroD on being introduced Co Mr. Southey In 1S13, at Holland 
Ho(ue,(le«i1bei hlni,>-a> the beitJoiAIng bull behad Hen n>riln« time." 

written hli Sapphlci. He L< certainly a pTF^MMieuing penon Co look on, 
and I man of talent, and all that, and there Ib hit HJlogy." In hb Joumal, 
of the ume year, he aaya— ''Southey 1 have not seen much oC Hla 

the Dthen have Aome purfluit annexed to their authonhip. Hla manneri 

order. Hit proee la perfect Of hla poetry chere arc varioui opini«u : 
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Next comes the dull disciple of thy school, 
That mQd apostate from poetic rule 
The simple Wordsworth, Irainer of a lay 
As soft as evening in his favourite May, (') 
Who warns his friend " to shake off toil and 

trouble, 
And quit his books, for fear of growing double ;" (^) 
Who, both by precept and example, shows 
That prose is verse, and verse is merely prose ; 
Convincing all, by demonstration plain. 
Poetic souls delight in prose insane ; 
And Christmas stories tortured into riiyme 
Contain the essence of the true sublime- 
Thus, when he tells the tale of Betty Foy, 
The idiot mother of " an idiot boy ;" 
A moon-struck, silly lad, who lost his way. 
And, like his bard, confounded night with day ; (^) 
So close on each pathetic part he dwells, 
Aad each adventure so sublimely tells, 
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That all who vien the " idiot in his glory" 
Conceive the bard the hero of the story. 

Shall gentle Coleridge pass unnoticed here, 
To turgid ode and tumid stanza dear? 
Though themes of innocence amuse him best, 
Yet still obscurity's a welcome guest. 
If Inspiration should her aid refuse 
To him who takes a pixy for a muse, (') 
Yet none in lofty numbers can surpass 
The bard who soars to elegise an ass. 
So well the subject suits his noble mind, 
He brays,(2) the laureat of the long-ear'd fcind-C) 

Oh ! wonder-workiug Lewis (*) I monk, or bard. 
Who fain wouldst make Parnassus a church-yard I 



(t) Thui •Ucnii br Lord Bttod, in till lut ktUIod oTtbei 



(3) [■■ Untmil," B. leiG. — la > letter to Hr, ColoMge, wiltt 
Ijtfd B^nHi tayi,— " You mentton nir 'Siidi^' limpoDD, 01 
jtui or othen pluie to cull it T can only tajt that It wu wV 



became lubiequentlr 1C7 acqualnUDUft, ud »me of them ipj (HeDdi i 
whlcfa li ' beaping flee upon an Fnemy'i head,' uidfbigivingmetoo TendUr 
to pennit me ta forgire mjielf. The part applied la 7011 u pert, and petu- 
leiit, luid ahallow emugfa i but, although I bare long done evtrj tidnf 
la BIT power to lupiiRH tbe cireulatliin of the vhole [Mug, I ihaO ilwaTa 



(4) [HatUiew Oregory Lewli, H. P. fOc HiDdMi, i 

"in PaTl)ainent,but, malnlr in owifquence of the clerer uk henude 
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Lo I wreaths of yew, not laurel, bind thy brow. 
Thy muse a sprite, Apollo's sexton thou ! 
Whether on ancient tombs thou takest thy stand, 
By gibb'ring spectres hail'd, thy kindred band ; 
Or tracest chaste descriptions on thy page, 
To please the females of our modest age ; 
All hail, M, P. I (i) from whose inferoal brain 
Thin sheeted phantoms glide, a grisly train ; 
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At whose command "grimwomen" throng in orowde. 
And kings of fire, of water, and of clouds, 
With " small gray men," " wild yagers," and what- 
not. 
To crown with honour thee and Walter Scott; 
Again all hail I if tales like thine may please, 
St. Luke alone can vanquish the disease ; 
Even Satan's self with thee might dread to dwell, 
And in thy skull discern a deeper hell. 

Who in soft guise, surrounded by a choir 
Of virgins melting, not to Vesta's fire, 
With sparlding eyes, and cheek by passion flush'd, 
Strikeahiswild lyre, whilatlistening dames are hush'd ? 
'Tis Little I young Catullus of his day. 
As sweet, but as immoral, in his lay I 
Grieved to condemn, (') the muse must still be just, 
Nor spare melodious advocates of lust. 
Pure is the flame which o'er her altar bums ; 
From grosser incense with disgust she turns : 
Yet kind to youth, this expiation o'er, 
She bids tliee " mend thy line, and sin no more." 

For thee, translator of the tinsel song, 
To whom such ^itterbg ornaments belong, 
Hibernian Strangford 1 with thine eyes of blue, (^) 
And boasted locks of red or auburn hue, 

(1) In Terr nrlj lite, " Uttle'i Poem " wm lad BfiDD'i fiToiiifM 
lEud;. "Helghol-'bceicliinulnl^O.lnalettstaMiMt^xiWnedl 
Ibc mlKhief I hsTe erer done, oi tung, hu besi owing (o Ihu conAMmM 
book of ycuTL"'— £. 

(f) Tlie reader, who may wlab fot ai 
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Whose plaintive strain each love-sick miss admires, 
And o'er harmonious fustian half expires. 
Learn, if thou canst, to yield thine author's sense, 
Nor vend thy sonnets on a felse pretence. 
Think'st thou to gain thy verse a higher place. 
By dressing Camoens (i) in a suit of lace ? 
Mend, Strangford 1 mend thy morals and thy taste ; 
Be warm, but pure ; be amorous, but be chaste : 
Cease to deceive ; thy pilfer'd harp restore. 
Nor teach the Lusian bard to copy Moore. 

Behold I — ye tarta I one moment spare the text — 
Hayley's last work, and worst — until his next ; 
Whether he spin poor couplets into plays, 
Or damn the dead with purgatorial praise, 
His style in youth or age is still the same, 
For ever feeble and for ever tame. 
Triumphant first see " Temper's Triumphs" shine I 
At least I 'm sure they triumph'd over mine. 
Of " Music's Triumphs," all who read may swear 
That luckless music never triumph'd there. (^) 
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Moravians, rise I bestow some meet reward 
On duU devotion — Lo I the Sabbath bard, 
Sepulchral Grahame, (') pours his notes sublime 
In mangled prose, dot e'en aspires to rhyme ; 
Breaks Into blank the Gospel of St. Luke, 
And boldly pilfers Irom the Pentateuch ; 
And, undisturb'd by conscientious qualms. 
Perverts the Prt^hets, and purloins the Psalms. 

Hail, Sympathy I thy soft idea brings (^) 
A thousand visions of a thousand things, 
And shows, attil whimpering through threescore of 

The maudlin prince of mournful sonneteers. 



e hu poured Torth two lolumn of cant, uoitw the Dane 
u," and " Biblical FiiturM."— [Thli tmj unlatafe nun, 
, puUlslI^ itlbflFqueDll; "The Binla of Scotland," and 
hifl Teputatiim r»ti DD hia "Stfibath." He began lifflu 
le Edinbu^h bar ; but he bad little Buccna tJiere, and 




lut vote entitled "OleiuilDEL'-— E.] 
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And art thou not their prince, harmonioua Bowlea I_ 
Thou first, great oracte of tender souls ? 
Whether thou sing'st with equal ease, and grief, 
The &11 of empires, or a yellow leaf; 
Whether thy muse most lamentably tells 
What merry sounds proceed from Oxford bells, ('} 
Or, still in bells delighting, finds a friend 
In every chime that jingled from Ostend ; 
Ah I how much juater were thy muse's hap, 
If to thy bells thou wouldst but add a cap I 
Delightful Bowles I still blessing and still bleat, 
All loye thy strain, but children like it best. 
'Tis thine, with gentle Little's mor^ song. 
To soothe the mania of the amorous throng 1 
With thee our nursery damsels shed their tears, 
Ere miss as yet completes her infant years : ' 
But in her teens thy whining powers are vain ; 
She quits poor Bowles for Little's purer strain. 
Now to soft themes thou scomest to confine 
The lofty numbers of a harp like thine ; 
" Awake a louder and a loftier strain," (^) 
Such as none heard before, or will again 1 
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Where all Discoveries jumbled from the flood, 
Since first the leaky aik reposed in mud, 
By more or less, are sung in every book. 
From Captain Noah down to Captain Cook. 
Nor this alone ; but, pausing on the road. 
The bard sighs forth a gentle episode ; (') 
And gravely tells — attend, each beauteous miss! — 
When first Madeira trembled to a kiss. 
Bowles I in thy memory let this precept dwell. 
Stick to thy sonnets, man ! — at least they sell. (^) 
But if some new-born whim, or larger bribe, 
SVompt thy crude brain, and claim thee for a scribe ; 
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If chance some bard, thoi^^b once by dunces fear'd, 
Now, prone in dust, can only be revered ; 
If Pope, whose fame and genius, from the first. 
Have foil'd the best of critics, needs the worst. 
Do thou essay : each tault, each &iling scan ; 
The first of poets was, alas I but man. 
Rake &om each ancient dunghill ev'ry pearl. 
Consult Lord Fanny, and confide in Curll ; (}) 
Let all the scandals of a former age 
Perch on thy pen, and flutter o'er thy page ; 
Affect a candour which thou canst not teel. 
Clothe euTy in the garb of honest zeal ; 
Write, as if St. John's soul could still inspire, 
And do from hate what Mallet (^) did for hire. 
•Oh I hadst thou hved in that congenial time. 
To rave with Dennis, and with Ralph to rhyme ; (^) 
Throng'd with the rest around his living head. 
Not raised thy hoof against the lion dead; (*) 

Bmrdi oQco rflTcred Do mare with fbTour Tlew, 

Tbui with the iai m*j Uvlpg merit npe, 

Thiu Bowla mtj tiiumpta o's the ibtie of FOpe."— E.] 

OS oT the Dufulad, end wu & bcnkAeller. 

ae of Lord HerreTt ai 




nr Mend af 
to lell th» Ule to tbe public, wttli ill lu aggnTUIoni."— E.] 
1} Dennli tbe critic, u 

-Silence, ye wolial vhiie Rsl^ to Crnthidiovl^ 
Hiking Digfal hideout: uner taim.yeinrlit"— CbkAnj: 

QenmiFnlttiree 
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A meet reward had crown'd thy glorious gainB, 
And link'd thee to the Dunciad for thy pains. (■) 

Another epic I Who inflicts again 
More books of blank upon the sons of men ? 
B<eotian Cottle, rich firistowa's boast, 
Imports old stories from the Cambrian coast, 
And sends his goods to market — all alive! 
Lines forty thousand, cantos tirenty-five I 
Fresh fish from Helicon I (').who'llbuy? who '11 buy? 
The precious bargain's ches^ — in iaith, not I. 
Your turtle-feeder's verse must needs be flat, 
Though Bristol bloat him with the verdant fat; 
l£ Commerce fills the purse, she clogs the brain. 
And Amos Cotde strikes the l3Te in vain. 
In him an author's luckless lot behold, 
Condenm'd to make the books which once he sold. 
Oh, Amos Cottle I^Phtebus 1 what a name 
To fill the speaking trump of future &me I — 
Oh, AmoB Cottle I for a moment think 
What meagre profits spring from pen and ink I 
' When thus devoted to poel^c dreams. 
Who will peruse thy prostituted reams? 

bnndnd ponndi. Thiu He. B. bu experienced how much eoriei It li to 
pnSt bj the reputstloii of Bnother, thin to elerue hit own, 

(1) LordBjTon'iMS.iiDteof laiSon thupuugeia,—" Too «■!■«• nil 
thi« on £ow[ef :" and well might he Hf lo. That TeDorablv parwq i$ tHU 
living; and in w^le of all thecriUcinn to whicb his liOudicloug edition of 
Pope exposed him afterwardl, there can be do doubt that Lord B., ia hla 
calmer momenti, did juitice to that eiquiiite poetical geniui which, by 
th^r ova oonfeiiiini, origlnnIlT loipiied hoth Wonlaironh and Coleridge. 

(SI ["Freih aibfrnniHellconl"— "HeUcon" it a mountain, and DM 
aMupond. IHbouHhaTebeen "Hlppociene."— R 181S] 
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Oh pen perverted t paper misapplied I 
Had Cottle (') Btill adom'd the counter's side, 
Bent o'er the desk, or, bom to useful toils, 
Been taught to make the paper which he soils, 
Hough'd, delved, or plied the oar with lusty limb, 
He had not sung of Wales, nor I of him. (s) 

As SisjphuB against the infernal steep 
Rolls the huge rock whose motions ne'er may sleep, 
So up thy hill, ambrosial Richmond, heaves 
Dull Maurice (*) all his granite weight of leaves : 
Smooth, solid monuments of mental pain I 
The petrifactions of a plodding brain. 
That, ere they reach the top, full lumbering back 
again. 

dapot fdUhlTffpuMLthed JipAlrof epLct. *' Alfred,"^ (poor Alfred! Pje 
baabe«n HhLm too!J— *' Alfred." Aod the " Fill of Cunbria:" 
(E) Here Laid B. Dota in ISIS :—" All tigbl. I uwioiiieletteimaftliii 






Bui inept, of BitaM, the Imtb^ of Ama.- — E.] 
r Hauiice luth nunufietuted tbe coidponent puti of a ponderoui 
upon tbs buulla at " Richmond Hill,- and tbE Uke : — It kIki 
II i^birming Ti«w of TumliaiD Otccd, HimmFrmitli, BrentfOnl, 
New, and Che parti adlacent — [Tbe Rev. Thomaa Maiulce alao 
' WcfltmlniCer Abber," and other poenu, the " HlittRT of Ancient 
■dern Hlndortan," Ac, and hit own "Memoin; comprehendtag 
tei of literary Characterm, duhng a period of tbirtj jean j"— ft 
LUiing piece of autobiogTiipbT. He died in 1894, at hia aftaitmentt 
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With broken Ijrre, and cheek serenely pale, 
Lo I sod AlcKUs wanders down the rale ; 
Though fair they rose, and mi^t have bloom'd at 

last. 
His hopes have perish'd by the northern blast : 
Nipp'd in the bud by Caledonian gales. 
His blossoms wither as the blast prevails I 
O'er his lost works let eUutic Sheffield weep ; 
May no rude hand disturb their early sleep I (') 

Yet say I why should the bard at once resign 
His claim to fitTour from the sacred nine ? 
For ever startled by the mingled howl 
Of northern wolves, that still in darkness prowl ; 
A coward brood, which mangle as they •pray. 
By hellish instinct, all that cross their way; 
Aged or young, the living or the dead. 
No mercy find — these harpies (^) must be fed. 
Why do the injured unresisting yield 
The calm possession of their native field? 
Why tamely thus before their fangs retreat. 
Nor hunt the bloodhounds back to Arthur's Seat ? (') 
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Health to immoita] Jeflrey ! (■) once, in Bame, 
England could boast a judge almost the same ; 
In soul BO like, so merciful, yet just. 
Some think that Satan has resign'd his trust. 
And given the spirit to the world again. 
To sentence letters, as he sentenced men. 
With hand less mighty, but with heart as black. 
With voice OS willing to decree the rack ; 
Bred in the courts betimes, though all that law 
As jet hath taught him is to find a flaw ; 
Since well instructed in the patriot school 
To rail at party, though a party tool, 
Who knows, if chance his patrons should restore 
Back to the sway they forfeited before, 
His scribbling toils some recompence may meet, 
And raise this Daniel to the judgment-seat? (^) 
Let Jefiries' shade indulge the pious hope, 
And greeting thus, present him with a rope: 
" Heir to my virtues ! man of equal mind I 
Skill'd to condenm as to traduce mankind. 
This cord receive, for thee reserved with care, 
To wield in judgment, and at length to wear." 

(1) CHr. ItMvf, sbn. Bfter Uit 9nt Number or twi^ luiceeded the Rer. 
SfdiWT Smith Ija UiB Hlllonhip ol the Edloburgh Review, retiied frooi 

•h SuOuii), which high afHce he now (ISSS) BIli. " 1 have oftan, llace 
atf tMum to EngluKl," itjt Laid Byton, t.Dtary, ISU^ " heud JeAsj 

hka tftlenti. I utmLrv hLm {N UUi — aot hecauie be hu praiKd me. but 
becAiue he Li, perhapa, the oalf man who^ under the relitl«u In which he 
did I itvid, or itood, with ngird to evzh other. Hould hove had the 
IRwdJtT to Kl thill: none hula grcM loul lUnd huird It— ilitUe 
KilWiln WDUU hue tone on oiTllllng to theend of the chtpCer," _ £] 
(S ["Toohrodoui— UitlUiMireUwniitT."— B.191S.] 
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Health to great Jefireyl Heaven preserve his 
Ufe, 
To Sourish on the fertile shores of Fife, 
And guard it sacred in its future wars, 
Since authors sometimes seek the field of Mars I 
Can none remember that eventful day, (') 
That ever glorious, almost fatal fray. 
When Little's leadless pistol met his eye. 
And Bow-street myrmidons stood laughing by? (*) 
Oh, day disastrous ! On her firm-set rock, 
Dunedin's castle felt a secret shock; 
Dark roll'd the sympathetic waves of Forth, 
Low groan'd the startled whirlwinds of the north ; 
Tweed ruffled half his waves to form a tear. 
The other half pursued its calm career; (*) 
Arthur's steep summit nodded to its base, 
The surly Tolbooth scarcely kept her place. 
The Tolbooth felt — for marble sometimes can, 
On such occasions, feel as much as man — 
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The Tolbooth felt defrauded of his charms, 

If Jeffrey died, except within her arms : (') 

Nay last, not least, on that portentous mom, 

Hie sixteenth story, where himself was born, 

His patrimonial garret, fell to ground. 

And pale Edina shudder'd at the sound : 

Strew'd were the streets around with milk-white 

reams, 
Flow'd all the Canongate with inky streams ; 
This of his candour seem'd the sable dew, 
That of his valour show'd the bloodless hue ; 
And all with justice deem'd the two combined 
The mingled emblems of his mighty mind. 
But Caledonia's goddess hover'd o'er 
The field, and saved him irom the wrath of Moore; 
From either pistol snatch'd the vengefiil lead. 
And straight restored it to her favourite's head ; 
That head, with greater than magnetic pow'r. 
Caught it, as Danae caught the golden show'r, 
And, though the thickening dross will scarce refine, 
Augments its ore, and is itself a mine. 
" My son," she cried, " ne'er thirst for gore again, 
Resign the pistol, and resume the pen ; 
O'er politics and poesy preside. 
Boast of thy country, and Britannia's guide I 
For long as Albion's heedless sons submit. 
Or Scottish taste decides on English wit, 

tbe ToUnotli [ttacprindi^ 
■e been mon aflfected on Olit 
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So long shall last thine unmolested reign. 

Nor any dare to take thy Qame in vain. 

Behold, a chosen band shall aid thy plan, 

And own thee chieAain of the critic clan. 

First in the oat-fed phalans shall be seen 

The traveil'd thane, Athenian Aberdeen. (') 

Herbert shall wield. Thor's hammer ('), and some- 

In gratitude, thou 'It praise his rugged rhymes. 
Smug Sydney (^) too thy bitter page shall seek, 
And classic Hallam (*), much renown'd for Greek ; 




(3) Tbe RcT. SjdDey Smltb, the reputed Bulhar o( Tttci Flfmler*! 
LMUn, ud iDn^ criUclnu.— [No* (ISSS) one oCtbe Cuwna Roldek. 
tlBT of Sl Piul*!, Ac. Ac " Dyton'i Addien to hit Cmi 
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Scott may perchance his name and influence lend, 
And paltry Pillans (>) shall traduce hta friend; 
While gay Thalia's luckless votary, Lambe, (2) 
Damn'd like the devil, devil-like will damn. 
Known be thy name, unbounded be thy sway I 
Thy Holland's banquets shall each toil repay; 
While grateful Britain yields the praise she owes 
To Holland's hirelings and to learning's foes. 
Yet mark one caution ere thy next Ueview 
Spread its light wings of safiron and of blue, 
Beware lest blundering Brougham (3) destroy the 

sale, 
Turn beef to bannocks, cauliflowers to kail." 



K1BIDI7 of Eagtuid " ftom Uie 
uuiauUKKU of the juvEDiJe poet. — E.J 

(1) PUIuiiii* tutatilBUHi.-~[Hr,FU]iiiubecimeinxrwudi Rector of 
the High Scbool of Bdlnlnigh, noil hai DOW been fbr Knoe ;«n ProttaKT 
of HuDunttT In Uiit Unlrenlt;. Here wu not. It li bdieied, Uie illgbteM 

(g) The Hon. Oeotge Luube rEHewed " Bereiftird'i MUerlee," ud ii 



atuiiure;iiDdd(mDecliilthKRUs 


ipeditlon at Oig Utc tlieitre, Corent 


Ouden. ltw«entltled,"Whlitle(0, 


r IL- -CMr. L«nbe w«. In ISlS, the 






to Mr. HobhoiiM ; who, baweva, defl 


nted him in the following ye«, ind 


huererimce kept the leu. In ISSl, 




DfC^ullui HeJH now (1832) (Jnd. 


!r Secretar; of Sbite Car the Homa 



^putmont, his chief being hil brother. Ijjrd Velhoume. — £.] 
;3) Mr. BiDughun, in No, XXV. at the EtUnbuigh Reitew, throughout 
I vtide concerning Don Pedro de CernUoe, hu dUplayed mote politLca 
10 policy; muijoftheworthyburgeiseaof Edinburgh beingBalncenfed 
the in^moui prLncLplei It ninoes, u to bure withdrawn their lubtcilp- 
u— [IHcRlbllowedfln theantedltlan,— "Thenuneof thiipenon. 
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Thus having eaid, the kiited goddess kist 
Her son, and vanieb'd in a Scottish mist. (>) 

Then prosper, Jeflrey ! pertest of the train 
Whom Scotland pampers with her fiery grain I 
Whatever blessing waits a genuine Scot, 
In double portion swells thy glorious lot ; 
For thee Edina culls her evening sweets, 
And showers their odours on thy candid sheetSi 
Whose hue and fragrance to thy work adhere — 
This scents its pages, and that gilds its rear. (^) 
Lo I blushing Itch, coy nymph, enamour'd grown. 
Forsakes the rest, and cleaves to thee alone ; 
And, too unjust to other Pictish men, 
Enjoys thy person, and inspires thy pen 1(S) 



11) I ought lo mpokglie to the worthy 


d^tlH for introdiaci 


ing > new 


goddcB with ihort petllcoatt u 




,co:but,ida.Iwh.l 




done t I could not uj CUcdonli 


!■» geniiM, i 


1 being weUki.Qwn 




•uch gentut to be (Bund tiom 








■Syej lo be H'td f The latiooH 


"fcelpiB." 


«IDO«npo«i«l, .ndthf "b, 




id " gude n»ghboui 


." (qdrid 






.inu Ag<.Me»,the 


jrefote.h« 


been caJled (Ot the puipote ; end 


greal ought lo be the funlltude of Je»«y, 


•edngltittheonlTCOitimiinlul 




■heW,i)riiUiel,to 


lioU,»itJi 










(i) See the cokmJ-rf the lack- 


ttadiogor 




PW. 


(3! [In tJie tenth c.nto of D 


on JuM.LoidB,rod p.,. th( 


fbllowUw 
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Lit lU mine- 




Dfu Jcfte;, one. 
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Illustrious Holland I hard would be his lot, 
His hirelings mention'd, and himself for^t I {') 
Holland, with Henry Petty {*) at his back, 
The whipper-in and huntsman of the pack. 
Blest be the banquets spread at Holland House, (') 
Where Scotchmen feed, and critics may carouse I 
Long, long beneath that hospitable roof 
Shall Grub-street dine, while duns are kept aloof. 
See honest Hallam lay aside his fork. 
Resume his pen, review his Lordship's work. 
And, gratefiil for the dainties on his ^ate, ! 

Declare his landlord can at least translate I (*) 
Dunedin ! view thy children with delight. 
They write for food — and feed because they write : 
And lest, when heated with the unusual grape. 
Some glowing thoughts should to the press escape, 



MMt DDblf, ud 1 OVD ItftYnnnir tduL"~E.l 

(S) Lord ^BirrPctti;— DOW aS3S) H irquai or LinidDinic— E.] 
(9) [In 1S13, Laid ByioD dedicated tbe BtMe of Abydgs ULord HoUuid ; 
and we Sod In bli Joumil (No>, nth) Ihii puHgc:— "I hive hid ■ 

llko, and » doa IMj H. Thli i> th? good.niitursi In both, ttom wbom 

wnity procVAded Bxtm Holluid Houie, and am glad 1 was wrong, and wiib 
I had not been in lucb a bvnj witb that confounded Sallie, of wblch I 
would lu^rcK (Ten tbe menwr;) but pinple, now Ibe;r can't get it, nuk« 
»AiH, I verily beliereantof CDntiBdlctlon.'*^E.l 

H) Lord Holland has tranalated aane ipechnoH of Lop« de Vega, in 
MCted in bli life of the author. Both are befitalaed by hladi ' ' 
■u»ti.~ [We are not awaie tbat Lmd Holland hai flibKquentl] 
my leatt, except an univenalli' admlied nnUin of the SStli a 
Orlando FuricHo, which la ^ven by waf of a^^endix Co one i 
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And tinge with red the female reader's cheelci 
My ladj Bkima the cream of each critique ; 
Breathes o'er the page her purity of soiri, 
Reforms each error, and refineE the whole. (') 

Mow to the Drama turn — Oh I motley sight ! 
What precious scenes the wondering eyes invite I 
Puns, and a prince within a barrel pent, (3) 
And Dibdin's nonsense yield complete content, 
lliough now, thank Heaven I the Rosciomania's 

o'er, 
And fuU-growD actors are endured once more ; 
Yet what avail their vain attempts to i^ease, 
While British critics suffer scenes like these ; 
While Reynolds vents his " dammes ! " " poohs I " 

and " zounds I "(') 
And common-place and common sense confounds? 




Lord Bttod^b HlAre, hBi iLtiu diiUdgalflfaed himH^br WDTki 
of hli ■iHlitiu'— nine TOliimet of highly pc^ulir Doveli, «ititki]"SftTliij 
■ndDolnfi"— ■ world of pDlltiulJnii fapril, ftc tic,— E.] 
{St All IheH ue brouTlte ersnaiaa* of Ur. BefnoJdit and pixndDa 
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While Kenney's "World"— -ah! where is Ken- 

ney'e {') wit ? — 
Tires the sad gallery, lulls the listless pit; 
And Beaumont's pilfer'd Caratach affords 
A tragedy complete in all but words ? (S) 
Who but must mourn, while these are all the rage, 
The degradation of our vaunted stage ! 
Heavens I is all sense of shame and talent gone ? 
Have we no living bard of merit ? — none I 
Awake, George Colman I {^) Cumberland, (*) awake! 
Ring the alarum bell I let folly quake ! 
Oh, Sheridan I if auglit can move thy pen, 
Let Comedy assume her throne again ; 
Abjure the mummery of the German schools ; 
Leave new Pizarros to translating fools ; 
Give, as thy last memorial to the age, 
One classic drama, and reform the s 




(3) [IdTd Brmn entEtulud i hlgb 'opinion atOtargt Cobnut cob- 
TtrUl poweiL — "If 1 hmd,*^ be u^» ** to chooK, mid cootd not luTebotb 

at, I ibould Hj, ■ Let me begin Uie enmiag with "■-*■'•". uUI 



... - - —nengu 

■VPiitrv, lA be lUH, iHititUliregbaeaL"— E.] 

{*) IUcbu(ICnmberUiid,lb«welUknowninitbOTeftlM"'WatIMi*(i," 
tka**OlaaTS,''udoao of a» mort Interatliig of intcMiigriphie^ ditd 
InlSlL— & 

a 2 
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Goda ! o'er those boards shall Folly rear her head, 
Where Garrick trod, and Siddons lives to tread ? (i) 
On those shall Farce display Bufibon'ry's mask, 
And Hook conceal his heroes in a cask 7 
Shall sapient managers new scenes produce 
From Cherry, Skeffington, and Mother Gocwe? 
While Shakspeare, Otway, Massinger, forgot, 
Oa stalls must moulder, or in closets rot? 
Lo I with what pomp the daily prints procl^m 
The rival candidates for Attic fame I 
In grim array though Lewis' spectres rise, 
Still SkeiBogton and Goose divide the prize. |^) 
And sure great Skeffington must claim our prtuae. 
For skirtless coats and skeletons of plays 
Renown'd alike ; whose genius ne'er confines 
Her 6ight to garnish Greenwood's gay designs ; (^) 
Nor sleeps with " Sleeping Beauties," but anon 
In five fecetious acts comes thundering on, (^) 
While poor John Bull, bewilder'd with the scene. 
Stares, wondering what the devil it caa mean; 



(1) [lnin«dlticnipcrriaiutatb«afth,Hni,<'KeiiibleUTat(itRi 
Lord Brrod UKd to Hf, that, " af ut«r^ C«oke wu Ibe uuitt luto 
Konble Ui« unit tDpenutuial, Keu the medLum between the two ^ ' 
Chit Hn. EMdoni wu vorth them lU put together." Sucb emd, hi 
ever, hid Keui'i KcUng on hli mitid, that once, on neing him piBj 

bk died in ISS3,— hii UKuCrioua •[iter In 183a — C] 

(i) [Dlbdln'i pantocdioe of Hotber Ooote bid ■ run of nailj b In 
dred nigfata, md bnnight more thui twenty Chouund pound! to i 
ttemarr of Corent Garden Iheatre. — E] 

(S) Hr. Greenwood li, we beUere, icene^ntcr to Dmry-laiw Ibaa 
— ai nieh, Hr. Skefflngton ii nnicb indebted la hitn. 

(4) Mt, [no 
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But as some hands applaud, a venal few t 
Rather than sleep, why John applauds it too. 

Such are we now. Ah 5 wherefore should we turn 
To what our fethers were) unless to mourn P 
Degenerate Britons ! are ye dead to shame, 
Or, kind to dulness, do you fear to blame ? 
Well may the nobleB of our present race 
Watch each distortion of a Naldi's face ; 
Well may they smite on Italy's buffoons, 
And worship Catalani's pantaloons, (') 
Since their own drama yields no fairer trace 
Of wit than puns, of humour than grimace. (^ 

Then let Ausonia, skill'd in every art 
To soften manners, but corrupt the heart, 
Pour her exotic follies o'er the town, 
To sanction Vice, and hunt Decorum down : 
Let wedded strumpets languish o'er Deshayes, 
And bless the promise which his form displays; 
While Gayton bounds before th' enraptured looks 
Of hoary marquises and stripling dukes: 
Let high-bom lechers eye the lively Pr6sle 
Twirl her light limbs, that spurn the needless veil ; 
Let Angiolini bare her breast of snow. 
Wave the white arm, and point the pliant toe ; 

(1) N*W nd Ctfdul requlie Utlk noUai bitlieilugc of the one 
Dd the Hlarr of tbt otha, wUI OEUble lu loi^ to recollect Uieee uQualiif 
TifituDdi. B«lda,iieHei(UI UKkindblueftomUietqueeK « Uie 
ant idgltt of the lidfl ifipainiKa In troueen. 

(S) [The MlowlDi twentr Una wen itruck air one nlfbt ifter Lord 
BT^^Ht'i return (Vnin the Opcr*, aad lent the next mornlnf to the printer^ 
with iraqucMtohiTeibtni^petdwhtntbef DDwifpau. _£.] 
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Colliiii trill her love-inapiring song, 
Strain her fair neck, and charm the listening throng E 
Whet not your scythe, guppresaors of our vice I 
Reforming saints ! too delicately nice ! 
By whose decrees, our sinful souls to save, 
No Sunday tankards foam, no barbers sbave ; 
And beer undrawn, and beards unmown, display 
Your holy rererence for the Sabbath-day. 

Or haE at once the patron and the pile 
Of vice and folly, Greville and Argyle ! {') 
Where yon proud palace, Fashion's hallow'd &me. 
Spreads wide her portals for the motley tr^, 
Behold the new Petronius (') of the day. 
Our arbiter of pleasure and of play I 

(11 To fnraiX my blonder, luch u muBklng ■ itnel far i muir I 
bet lUTS ta Mate, that IL is Uib iiutiluHDn, and not the duke of thU 



■oimd oT a Ubar and Sddle, without ■ ebiuce of indictment lot riataut 
bfharlout.— [Conceivini the faregidng note, together irith lbs Udh In 

ATgyle IiuUtutioD, Colmel OreTUle deminded ui eipluution of Lord 
Bynn. The inttter wu rer^ired to Mr. I«kie |lhii aulbot of i voik 

Ulfl part dT Lord Brrotl j by whcnn it wu MmScably letUed. — £.] 
(K) PetroniiH " AiUter elegutiunm " to Nero, " ind ■ TOf ptMtj 
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There the hired eunuch, the Hesperian dioir, 
The melting lute, the soft lascivious lyre, 
The song from Italy, the step from France, 
The nudnight orgy, and the mazy dance, 
The smile of beauty, and the flush of wine. 
For fops, fools, gamesters, knaves, and lords combine : 
Each to his humour — Comus all allows ; 
Champaign, dice, music, or your neighbour's spouse. 
Talk not to us, ye starving sons of trade ! 
Of piteous ruin, which ourselves have made ; 
In Plenty's sunshine Fortune's minions bask. 
Nor think of poverty, except " en masque," 
When for the night some lately titled ass 
Appears the beggar which his grandsire was, 
The curtain dropp'd, the gay burletta o'er, 
TTie audience take their turn upon the^oor; 
Now round (he room the circling dow'gers sweep, 
Now in loose waltz the thin-clad dau^ters leap ; 
The first in lengthen'd line majestic swim, 
The last display the free unfetter'd limb ! 
Those for Hibemia's lusty sons repair 
With art the charms which nature could not spare ; 
These after husbands wing their eager flight. 
Nor leave much mystery for the nuptial night. 

Oh I blest retreats of in&my and ease. 
Where, all forgotten but the power to please. 
Each mtud may give a loose to genial thought. 
Each awain may teach new systems, or be taught : 

(Ulcw in Ml ity," u Ui. Confiarc'i " Old Bubdoc " huUi of Hwh 
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There the blithe younggter, just retum'd from Spain, 

Cutfi the light pack, or calls the rattling main; 

llie jovial caster's set, and seven's the nick. 

Or — done I— a thousand on the coming trick ! 

If, mad with loss, existence 'gins to tire, 

And all your hope or wish is to expire, 

Here's Powell's pistol ready for your life, 

And, kinder still, two Fagete for your wife ; (>) 

Ht consummation of an earthly race 

B^^ in folly, ended in disgrace ; 

While none but menials o'er the bed of death, 

Wash thy red wounds, or watch thy wavering breaA ; 

Traduced by liars, and forgot by alt, 

The mangled victim of a drunken brawl. 

To live like Clodius, and like Falkland fall. (") 

Truth [ rouse some genuine bard, and guide bis 
hand 
To drive this pestilence from out the land. 
E'en I — least thinking of a thoughtless throng, 
Just skill'd to know the right and choose the wrong, 



(1) Clllt oriilniil rendlr^t wm, " > Pag«t tOr foai 
(S) IknawtbetitaLordFilUuidwd). OnSuod 
pndding at hli am table, In >U the bannt prid* oT 
nadaj momlTif, et tbrn tfCUxt, I uw ttrrtcbed 
se, t^Uns, imd a bnt of piutonL 



deck of the frigUi: tfl wbich be vu juit 
ITS bwi held up by hit aumtTjmeai 
[Ixird Palklanil wu killed Id i duel 
J wDrdfl aoly that Lord Brron S^va 



cfaildrm of hit Mend. — E.] 
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Freed at that age when reason's shield is lost, 

To fight my course through passioa'a couutlees 

hogt,(') 
Whom every path of pleasure's flow'ry way 
Has lured in turn, and all have led astray — 
E'en I must raise my voice, e'en I must feel 
Such scenes, such men, destroy the public weal ; 
Although some kind, censorious friend will say, 
" What art thou better, meddling fool, (^] than they ? " 
And every brother rake wUl smile to see 
That miracle, a moralist in me. 
No matter — when some bard in virtue strong, 
Gifford perchance, shall raise the chastening song, 
Then sleep my pen for ever I and my voice 
Be only heard to hail him, and rejoice ; 
Rejoice, and yield my feeble praise, though I 
May feel the lash that Virtue must apply- 
As for the smaller try, who ewarm in shoals 
From silly Hafiz up to simple Bowles, P) 
Why should we call them from their dark abode, 
In broad St. Giles's or in Tottenham-road? 
Or (since some men of fashion nobly dare 
To scrawl in verse) from Bond-street or the Square P 
If things of ton their harmless lays indite, 
Most wisely doom'd to shun the public sight, 

(1) C Ya : utd ■ [>'"■=">»' ebui thE^ led ' 
(3) [" BnH enough, cerWnly, then. Kid no 
(3) WbntiFouMbelheKntli 
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What harm ? In spite of every critic elfi 

Sir T. may read hia stanzas to himself; 

MUes Andrews (') still his strength in couplets try, 

And live in prologues, though hig dramas die. 

Lords too are bards, such things at times befell, 

And 'tis some praise in peers to write at all. 

Yet, did or taste or reason sway the times, 

Ah I whowouldtaketheir titles with their rhymes P(^) 

Roscommon I Sheffield I with your spirits fled. 

No future laurels deck a noble head ; 

No muse will cheer, with renovating smile, 

The paralytic puling of Carlisle. (") 

The puny schoolboy and his early lay 

Men pardon, if bis follies pass away ; 

But who forgives the senior's ceaseless verse. 

Whose hairs grow hoary as his rhymes grow worse? 

What heten^neous hoQours deck the peer I 

Lord, rhymester, petit-maitre, pamphleteer I (*) 

(I) [Hlla Pets Andten, autj jem M.F. An Bcvdley, Colonel of the 
Prince of WAla't Volunteert, proprietor oT a gunpowder nunuTactory at 
I>utfi)rd, ButhoT of numeroua pmAogtMt, epUoguei , aAd fhieee, and one of 
ttaeheroeiaftlieBatlBd. Hedledln ISR — E.] 



(!} [On being told tluC It m beliared he alluded to Lord CaiUale'a 
nemHH diiorder In tlilt line, Locd Byron exclaimed,— " I thank benao 

the laat penon to be pcdntcd 

(«) Ttie Earl or 
OD Ote itate or the atage, and olOn hit plan fOr buUdla 
la to be hoped hii lordahip will be permitted to bring fo 
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So dull in youth, so drivelling in his age, 

His Bcenea alone had damn'd our sinking stage ; 

But managers for once cried, " Hold, enough I" 

Nor drugg'd their audience with the tragic stuff. 

Tet at their judgment let-luB lordship laugh. 

And case hia volumes in congenial calf; 

Yes I doff that covering, where morocco shines, 

And hang a calf-skin (') on those recreant lines. (^) 



" Tli« [St !• nU but lather mid pninella." 
(S] [" Wroa^ oJso— the proTOCAtkia wu not mfficlent to Juitify Ctn 
■ceibltT." — & 1816.]— [Loid Btcdd gnuij icgtected th« unumi hi 
bad publiihed iguciBt hi 



el nuiing it up witb IaM Carlitle, u I ft«l dupoKd to do my thing 
Kuamble or uDieuonnble to ettta It r " And Id the third luM 
or ChUde Herald, he thui idToiU to the ru« of the Hon. Fredmlck 
Howard, Lord CulUla'i loungeil ion, me of tboee who Ml gknrloiulji it 
Wit«ilao: — 

" Their pndK li hrmnM by loffiR hupi tlun ndne; 

Yet one I would ulecl ftom thit [«ud thronf , 
! Put!]' benuK they blend me with hli Hue, 

Aad partly IMal IiUd *£■ Sire name vrniMg, 

And putly thet bright niimei wiD hiUow eons; 

Andbli wuDfthebreTat, end when abowa^ 

The deub-bolle deedlieit the thlnnM pllei elonf, 

Eren there the thickest of wur^ tempeet lower'd, 
Hey nuii'd no noMsi lK»t then thbie, young, giUul Hawardl " 
InlbefMloiilnceitncti AnmtwouDpubtiibed leCten, wrlttai when Lord 
B. WH at Hnnow, may poalbiy be meed the arlifia of bl> conduct towiide 
ILlSOl YoumlrtekemelfyoatUnkldliUkeLiiid 
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With you, ye Druids 1 rich in native lead, 
Who daily scribble for your daily bread ; 
With you I war not : Gifibrd's heavy hand 
Has cruah'd, without remorse, your numerous band. 
On " all the talents" vent your venal spleen ; 
Want is your plea, let pity be your screen. 
Let monodies on Fox regale your grew. 
And Melville's Mantle (■) prove a blanket too I 
One common Lethe waits each hapless bard,- 
And, peace be with you I 'tis your best reward. 
Such damning fame as Dunciads only give 
Could bid your lines beyond a morning live ; 
But now at once your fleeting labours close. 
With names of greater note in blest repose. 
Far be't from me unkindly to upbraid 
The lovely Rosa's prose in masquerade, 
Whose strains, the &ithful echoes of her mind, 
Leave wondering comprehension far behind. (^) 
Though Crusca's bards no more our journals fill. 
Some stragglers skirmish round the columns still ; 
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Last of the howling host n^ch once was Bell's, 
Matilda snivels yet, and Hafiz yells ; 
And Merry's metaphors appear anew, 
Cfaain'd to the signature of O.P.Q.(>) 

When some brisk youth, the tenant of a stall, (2) 
Employs a pen less pointed than his awl, 
Leaves his snug shop, forsalces his store of shoes, 
St. Crispin quits, and cobbles for the muse. 
Heavens 1 how the vulgar stare ! how crowds 

applaud I 
How ladies read, and literati laudl (*) 
If chance some wicked wag should pass his jest, 
Tis sheer ill^iature — don't the world know best? 
Genius must guide when wits admire the rhyme, 
And Capel Lc^ (^) declares 'tis quite sublime. 



I pocmi were BA«rwards CDll«Tt«l by Prjtl; and, oddTy vncMghf hll 
nclpil putronw vu Hiu Milbmnkf then « perfect Arvnger 1o Lord 
rem. In ■■««« written ID nallu,<m baud tbEVolsgeft-lgltc, at K^ 
Jone lail.heMji,— "I s« lh«l youre imd Pratt-i pro«g(, BlBkelt 
I cobUet, i« dMd, in ipite at his rhjmei, and i> pninblj one rf the 
Canca whm deatii hu ured a man from damBation. Yaa were Uw 
.ti of that poor Mktw Bmon^ jov : had it not been tor his patrona, he 
ght now have been In t«tt good plight, ahoe- (not vena.] makli^ i but 
1 havt made him InunonalwlthaiengeaDce; wfaowouU Chtnk that hit 
]y would tie auch a blockhead m to Mia agidnat an npren pnrab, ^ 





• But ipare him, ye Crllica, hi! IBUIa an paat. 
Foi Uie Cobblo H CDino, aa he ougtat, to hii foil'— 


xg that TDu win pter^l on Min 1 
hot departed Bi«*etL"-i:] 


^TilSZSS 


. the Joke n.^ I 
onthetonbof 


^.£ 


(Ladj Byronl 
ttcn.atleaitl 


nt (Or poor .BUckett, who waj Uicn paCtonlaad i>r 
i " hut !*«( 1 did not know, or lhi» wotild not hare 
think not"- B.lSlfi] 


M)CvelI«Bl,E«q- 
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Hear, then, ye happy sona of needless trade I 

Swains I quit the plough, reugn the useless spade I 

Lo ! Bums (') and Bloomfield, nay, a greater fax, 

Giflbrd was bom beneath an adverse star, 

Forsook the labours of a servile state, 

Stemm'd the rude storm, and triumph'd over fate : 

Then why no more ? if Phoebus smiled on you, 

Bloomfield I why not on brother Nathan too ? (*) 

Him too the mania, not the muse, has seized ; 

Not inspiration, but a mind diseased : 

And now no boor can seek his last abode, 

No common be enclosed without an ode. 

Oh I since increased refinement deigns to smile 

On Britain's sons, and bless our genial isle. 

Let poesy go forth, pervade the whole, 

Alike the rustic, and mechanic soul ! 

Ye tunetiil cobblers I still your notes prolong, 

Compose at once a slipper and a song ; 

So shall the fair your handywork peruse. 

Your sonnets sure shall please — perhaps your shoes. 




ii dlfDtuLDg to lb 
ifahw m«d(,tlM 

liublkc ij/mpathy dM not rot penaaneiiUy on the unlabAe Bloamldd, who 

died in eitjoue pornt; In 1823. — K] 
(1) " Read Bunu to-diT- WtaU would be bin been ir ■ patrklur 

We ibould ban hid more poliib — 1m> (ore ~ 

Inuuorulitr— ■ dliom end i duel oi two, Uiewl 
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May Moorland weavers (') boast Pindaric skill, 
And tailors' lays be longer than their bill I 
While punctual beaux reward the grateful notes, 
And pay for poems — when they pay for coats. 

To the famed throng now paid the tribute due, 
Neglected genius I let me turn to you. 
Come forth, oh Campbell I {^) give thy talents scope ; 
Who dares aspire if thou must cease to hope? 
And thou, melodious Rogers I (') rise at last, 
Recall the pleasing memory of the past ; 
Arise I let blest remembrance still inspire, 
And stike to wonted tones thy hallow'd lyre ; 
Restore Apollo to his vacant throne. 
Assert thy country's honour and thine own. I*) 

(I) Vide" BccsUcctiixit oTsWHTO-izi the HoorlamliDrSUflbidahlre." 
(SJ It would be uiieiauoiu to icaU to the nlBd ofllw nadir the IDlhon 
of " The PleMura t€ Metnorj " mad " He Plouu™ of Hope," the 
moA bemitlful dt^acCic poemA in out l^npu^e, \r we vxaft Pope'i " Euaj 

Cmnfbdl Hud Hosen ue beEome etruge.— [BeneUh tlili Date Lord 



UaUng KfihuuA Look 



(i) ["IbiTe been reading, "u;i Lend BjroD, In UI3, « Manory again, 
and Hope tosethei, and retain ill m; prefemce d On ftmner, Hli de. 
(ma it reaUj wooderAil — there ii no mch a thing ai i Tulgar line In hia 
baok."— E] 
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What I must deserted Poesy gtill weep 
Where her last hopes with pious Cowper sleep? 
Unless, perchance) from his cold bier she turns, 
To deck the turf that wraps her minstrel, Bums 1 
No! though contempt hatfa mark'd the spurious 

brood. 
The race who rhyme from folly, or for food. 
Yet still some genuine song 'tis hers to boast, 
Who, least affecting, still affect the most : 
Feel as they write, and write but as they feel — 
Bear witness Gififord, (i) Sotheby, (») Macneil. (») 

" Why slumbers Gifford?" wice was ask'd in 
™ini(<) 
Why slumbers Gifford ? let us ask again. 



Hr. HuTTiT : — " Whoeva uk 
tbtngof tht litndUainhliUirsit. It li dm tiue thu I ner dil^ »^ 
tcmid,anid,oi tHotUd write tutitea^alDtt G[flbrd» or > lulr oThii liwL 
1 alviyi couLdend him u m^ literary litthef,«DdmTi«lf»bki'|infUg*l^ 
•on 1 and if I iine allowed hli ■ tUted calT' Co grow to an ox bcfUr* Iw 
UUi It on my return, ill! only became I prefer tieer to veaL"-.Ei] 

(3) SdChcfay, truulilor of Wieluid'i OlieniD and VIrgil'i 0«or|ici, imd 
autfaor of " Saul," an epic po«n.— [Bfi. Sotbeby bai line* encDlidly rdied 
hii reputaCion by variaui ori^nal poemi, and a tranilatioli of tb« Iliad— B.] 



laoidl died Id 1818^ E] 

d Mr. Flerel, In lit AutiJacoUll, 
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Are there no follies for liia pen to purge ? (') 
Are there no fools whose backs demand the scourge? 
Are there no ains for satire's bard to greet? 
Stalks not gigantic Vice in every street ? 
Shall peers or princes tread poUutioo's path, 
And 'scape alike the law's and muse's wrath ? 
Nor blaze with guilty glare through future timer 
Eternal beacons of conslunmate crime? 
Arouse thee, Gifibrd I be thy promise claim'd,' 
Make bad men better, <x at least ashamed. 

Unh^py White ! (^) while Ufe was in its spring. 
And thy young muse just waved her joyous wing. 



Sleep tbe keen ih^fti ot aUEre and of nn^ p 
Ota I come, witta tute ind vMue U thy ilde, 
With Brddjl leal influncd, jind patriot prtde j 

And empty tL thy quErer on the Sx — 
NopauM-.-noTeat — tUl welteriDB on t^ ground 
The polKnoiu hydra llet, and pivreed vlth many a wound."— £.] 
[11 HT.OiOWdpromiKdpubiiclrthittheBaTUdandHcTladtbauldnot 
btbii Uit OTlgiDM woAi : lee taim rememtier, " Mm In reluctanta in. 
c«ia."H:U[.Oiabcd,beDiiiHt]ieedlla'orttae Quanetly BeTlew— shkli 
Led mat c< hit llme,^ ftw moothi jiAer the Ont appear* 
!0fti.l.i«lie.-E,] 
) Henry Kirke White died at Cunbcldge, In October, 1806, in OHiae. 

ared a mind which diieaK end porerty could not Impair, and which 
h llHlf datroyed rathec thui iubdued. Hli ( 
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The spoBer awept that soaring lyre away, 
Whidi else had sounded an immortal lay. 
Oh 1 what a noble heart was here undone, 
When Science' lelfdestroj'd her fevourite aon I 
Yes, she too mudi indulged thy fond pursuit. 
She sow'd the seeds, but death has reap'd the fruit. 
'Twaa thine own genius gave the final blow, 
And help'd to plant the wound that laid thee low : 
So the struck eagle, stretch'd upon the pl^, 
No more through rolling clouds to soar agaioi 
'View'd his own feather on the fatal dart, 
And wing'd the shaft that quiver'd in hia heart ; 
Keen were his pangs, but keener &i to leel 
He nursed the pinion which impell'd the steel ; 
While the some plumage that had warm'd his nest 
Drank the last life-drop of his bleeding breast. (') 

There be, who say, in diese enlighten'd days, 
That splendid lies are all the poet's praise ; 
That strain'd invention, ever on the wing, 
Alone impels the modem bard to sing : 
'Tis true, that all who rhyme — nay, all who write, 
Shrink from that &tal word to genius — trite ; 

dad ctam, which In hha wu rinctn (Indeed IE killed him, u jm kUM 
let BUckftt), eatti tbrre It pooj and pniu. 1 dnnt tif thli on as- 

eoiait of ffij ilndlc uid rhymv ; but nirelr he m tw^wid an tbc Hlw i 
field! udBlukctB, wid tfadi CDUsunl caU>le», vbom Lom'uid Ftitt 



wt bcflB molt proud oT luch ui moquflntuin ■. hk itry pr^ 

rer w ptabl e ."— E] 

SoaUwT^ ddi^MAd ua of Kitkt WMti W >■ mtf MU^ 
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Yet IVuth Bometimes will lend her noblest fires, 
And decorate the verse herself inspires : 
This fact in Virtue's name let Crabbe (}) attest ; 
Though nature's sternest painter, yet the best. (>) 

And here let Shee (') and Genius find a place, 
Whose pen and pencil yield an equal grace ; 
To guide whose hand the sister arte combine, 
And trace the poet's or the painter's line i 
Whose magic touch can bid the canvass glow. 
Or pour the easy rhyme's harmonious flow ; 
While honours, doubly merited, attend 
The poet's rival, but the painter's friend. 

Blest is the man who dares approach the bower 
Where dwelt the muses at their natal hour ; 
Whose steps have press'd, whose eye has mark'd afar. 
The clime that nursed the sons of song and war. 
The scenes which glory still must hover o'er, 
Her place of birth, her own Achaian shore. 
But doubly blest is he whose heart expands 
With hallow'd feelingS'for thqse classic lands; 

(1) " [I coiuldo CnUw u>d Coinidge u tbe flnl of tliHe UnM, In 
poiiitiif porn and gcnliu."— B. 18I&] 

(£1 [Thit cndiKiit poet and »cellBit man dltd at hla lectocT or Trow. 
bridife, in Febniaif , 1832, aged wvenlir-^hL Wtli the exception of the 

bf BdihcU in conneclion vlth Johtuan, Hbo leriKd.blt posn of the 
"ViUafc." Hii other Hoclu are Ibe " Ubtair," the - Kenpaper," the 
" Bi>niii(h," a (otkectloD at " Paena,'' irhkh ChirlH Foi nad In maiu- 
■Bitpt ea bit dtMh-had; "TUh," ud,laK];,"TalH of thcHaU." He 
hai beMat left (aiiMii |i»4iq>l pieca In HS., ud a coUaaln adllioD 
of bkmrktia aDdentocid to be In prepwatko. — KJ 

(3) Hi. Shea, aatboi of"Bhrnea on Art,"a^ "Elemeiitiof Ait"— 

[Mow (ISK) Sir Jbrtfai Staaa. aad FnrideDl oTtha BofS AiaAanj^ — EJ 

T 2 
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Who rends the veil of ages long gone by, 
And views their remnants with a poet's eye ! 
Wright I (') 'twas thy happy lot at once to view 
Those shores of glory, and to sing them too; 
And sure no common muse inspired thy pen 
To hail the land of gods and godlike men. 

And you, associate bards I (^) who snatch'd to light 
Those gems too long withheld from modern sight ; 
Wliose mingling taste combined to cull the wreath 
Where Attic flowers Aonian odours breathe, 
And all their renovated fragrance Sung, 
To grace the beauties of your native tongue ; 
Now let those minds, that nobly could transfuse 
The glorious spirit of the Grecian muse. 
Though soft the echo, scorn a borrow'd tone : 
Resign Achaia'slyre, and strike your own. 

Let these, or such as these, with just applause, 
Restore the muse's violated laws ; 
But not in flimsy Darwin's pompous chime. 
That mighty master of unmeaning rhyme, 

(I) VfiOa Bodmn Wrigfat, late omial-KCiKrsI for the Seren liludi, li 
■nthoT of ■ i«y ImulUtil poem, jutt publlihed: It It entitled "Mom 
IODlcB,"uidlideKTlptlTeof theJtletand the a4Jacent coatt of Greece — 
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Whose gilded cymbalsi more adorn'd than cleaTf 
The eye delighted, but &tigued the ear ; 
In show the simple \yre could once surpass, 
But now, worn down, appear in native brass ; 
While all his train of hovering sylphs around 
Evaporate in simites and sound ; 
Him let them shun, with him let tinsel die : 
False {^are attracts, but more offends the eye. (•) 

Yet let them not to vulgar Wordsworth stoop, -j 
The meanest otject of the lowly group, 
Whose verse, of all but childish prattle void, 
Seems blessed harmony to Lamb and Lloyd : (^) 
Let them — but hold, my muse, nor dare to teach [ 
A strain far, far beyond thy humble reach : 
The native genius with their being given 
Will point the path, and peal their notes to heaven. 

And thou, too, Scott I (') resign to minstrels rude 
The wilder slogan of a border feud : 





(1) Th. neflBt of Ihe " Botanic Garden " 1. ™ 


» I«oof of retumiiii 


(S) Meura Lamb aid Uord, the raoit Ignoble Mlowoa of Soulbe; 

junction a •olume, entitled, " Foemi In Blank Vene." Mr. l^mb la 

" EHayi of Ella," &c j and Ut. Llord hat tince publlihel " Edward 
Oliver," a no»el, " Nugx Cano™," and a tramlatlon of AlSeii'i Tni. 


M Bj the bjB, I hope that In Mr.^ou'. next pom 
will be Ifaa addicted to " Gianurje^nd more to pi 


n, hia hem or heroine 
Inmiai.UiwithBLHl; 
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Let others spin their meagre lines for hire ; 

Enough for genius if itself inspire t 

Let Southey sing, although his teeming muse, 

Prolific every spring, be too profuse ; 

Let simple Wordsworth (') chime his childish verse. 

And brother Coleridge Itdl the babe at nurse ; 

Let spectre-mongering Lewis aim, at most, 

To rouse the galleries, or to raise a ghost; 

Let Moore still sigh; let Strangford steal from 

Moore, 
And swear that Camoens sang such notes of yore; 
Let Hayley hobble on, Montgomery rave, 
And godly Grahame chant a stupid stave ; 
Let sonneteering Bowles his strains refine. 
And whine and whimper to the fourteenth line ; 
Let Stott, Carlisle, (2) Matilda, and the rest 
Of Grub-street, and of Grosvenor-place the best, 

{I) ["Uolutt."— B. ISIS,] 

Ig) It nu; be uted, wh; I hire muund the E«1 of CuUtlc, mj 
giuidlu ind reluiTe, to whom I dedicated t, Tolume of puerile poeu ■ 
/ew jeuiagDf<— Tlie guudisoihip wu nooiiiulj at lewt aa tkru I bare 
been able to dlamver ; tlie ralaUonihtp I cannot he1p» apd am 
ftv It 1 but u hit lordihlp Kemed to fixget It on ■ trt sKnUal ocoBoa 




K no reuon wbj tbej the 
or Ignoble, baa, tar a lerlee 
le adTertiiementa baie it) with |U< 



. IT, bcfcm I eKiped from mr leeni, 1 lald any thing In tkrour of 

i«w«iTSmstDbeuadacibUgaUonitoLordCu]ljle; ITid, Iihill 
It putlculaiiy htf^ to leun That Cher *ie, and whoo aiaivnd, 
KT Du; bft dulr ap|veci*t«d aad putdlcl^ ackDowkdgvL What I 
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Scrawl on, 'till death release ua from the strain. 
Or Common Sense assert her rights again. 
But thou, with powers that mock the aid of pruie, 
Shouldst leave to humbler bards ignoble lays: 
Thy country's voice, the Toice of bU the nine, 
Demand a ballow'd harp — that harp is thine. 
Say I will not Caledonia's annals yield 
The glorious record of some scaler field 
Than the vile foray of a plundering clan, 
Whose proudest deeds disgrace the name of man? 
Or Marmion's acts of darkness, fitter food 
For Sherwood's outlaw tales of Robin Hood ? 
Scotland I still proudly clEtim thy native bard, 
And be thy pndse his first, his best reward ! 
Yet not with thee alone his name should live, 
But own Oie vast renown a world can give ; 
Be known, perchance, when Albion is no more, 
And tell the tale of what she was before ; 
To future times her fhded &roe recall, 
And save her glory, though his country &1L 

Yet what avails the sanguine poet's hope. 
To conquer ages, and widi time to cope 7 
New eras spread their wings, new nations rise, 
And other victors fill the applauding skies ; 



hi intport, If mttmrr, tir^notnttoiii ftatt tlastw. nilogia, odH, tv 
■Dd Gotiiln flk«tkHU nod djilDtj tngediei bnrl^ U« name ud nui 
<* Whit un oinoble knam, or balM, »- cowudi t 
Alul DotaUtlwUoadoriUlUieHowudi," 
BoMJiFeplk AioHiI— [■■ Uucb too uvige, wliateie 
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A few brief generations fleet along, 

Whose sons foiget the poet and his song : 

E'en nov, what once-loved minstrels scarce may claim 

The transient mention of a dubious name I 

When fame's loud trump hath bbwn its noblest blast, 

Though long the sound, the echo sleeps at last; 

And glory, like the phcenix {') 'midst her fires, 

Exhales her odours, biases, and expires. 

Shall hoary Granta call her sable sons, 
Expert in science, more expert at puns P 
Sludl these approach the muse P ah, no ! she flies,. 
Even from the tempting ore of Seaton's prize ; 
Though printers condescend the press to soil 
With rhyme by Hoare, {^) and epic blank by Hoyle : {') 
Not him whose page, if still upheld by whist, 
Requires no sacred theme to bid us list. (*) 
Ye I who in Granta's honours would surpass, 
Must mount her Pegasus, a (uU-grown.ass ; 
A foal well worthy of her ancient dam. 
Whose Helicon is duller than her Cam. 

There Clarke, stilt striving piteously " to please," 
Forgetting do^rel leads not to degrees, 



{l)["ThBaevllul«auUph, 


of SL Fiul, '■ I Sc 


larta Juna I 


(3) The Re,, a 


lUlH Hojlr, 


(4) The " o™ 


.ofHiTle,". 
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A would-be satiriBt, a hired buSbon, 
A monthly scribbler of some low lampoon, (') 
CondemQ'd to drudge, the meanest of the mean, 
And furbish falsehoods for a magazine. 
Devotes to scandal his congenial mind; 
Himself a living Ubel on mankind. (^) 

Oh I dark asylum of a Vandal race I {') 
At once the boast of learning, and dj^ace ! 
So lost to Fbixbus, that nor Hodgson's (*) verse 
Can make thee better, nor poor Hewson'g (*) worse 
But where Sir Isis rolls her purer wave, 
The partial muse delighted loves to lave ; 
On her green banks a greener wreath she wove, 
To crown the bards that haunt her classic grove ; 




tiant Ibr Uh mathdnitio, ud 
UDirertity, It might evfiDCUAlJy prove 

[St " Into Cunbridgubln lh« Emperor Probiu tniuported a conndor- 
■Ue bodr of VmihUi"— OlMMn'i neeline lod Fill, niL U. ;l S3, There 
Ilwreiiioiita doubt the truth of thii ^ffircioD; the breed ii ttUl Id high 

(4) ^it gentlflmaji'i name requlrof no pndfle: the man who In tnhA- 
lutlon diiplayt umjueitlaDible geolui nny be neU ei;«cted to eicel In 
original Knapoiltlon, ofwbich ItU tobebopedweahiUl toonKeaiplfDdld 
•peclmen. — [Betldn > Cranilatlon of JuvchbI, Mr. Hodgion bu pubUihed 
** Lad; Jmtie Grey," "Sir Edgar," and" The Friend^" apoem in fburbooki. 
He aim lr>nil»ied, in wnJuncUon with Di. Butler, Ludra Bem^Mutel 
unreedable eiAc oT " Charlanagile."— E,l 

m HnrHD Clarke, »f.u it liwiittoi. 
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Where Richards wakei a genuine poet's fireB, 
And modem BriU»i8 glor^ iu their aires. (') 

For me, who, thus unask'd, have dared do tell 
My couutiy, what her sons ^ould know too wellt 
Zeal &r her honour bade me here engt^ 
The host of idioU that infest her age -, 
No just applause her honour'd name duill lose, 
As first in freedom, dearest to the muse. 
Oh I would th; bards but emulate thy iame* 
And rise more wwthy, Albion, of thy name 1 
What Athens was in sdence, Rome in power, 
What Tyre appeai'd in her meridian hour, 
Tis thioe at once, fiur AlbiiHi I to hare been — 
Earth's chief dictatress, ocean's lovely queen : 
But Rome decay' d, and Athens strew'd the plun. 
And Tyre's proud piers lie shatter'd in the main ; 
Like these, thy strength may sink, in ruia huii'd, 
And Britain fall, the bulwark of the world. 
But let me cease, and dread Cassandra's &te. 
With warning ever scofiTd at, tilt too late ; 
To themes less lofty still my lay confine, 
And urge thy bards to gain a name like thine. (') 

Hen, hapless Britain ! be thy rulers blest, 
The senate's oracles, the people's jest I 
StiJl hear thy motley orators dispense 
The flowers of rhetoric, though not of sense, 

a) 'nic" Aboii^ulBiiloiu," iDeueUeatpoem, br lUcbudi. ^Vh 
Ker. Gmrft Richudi, D. D. bu ilio kqI Awn Uw pnu " Soap Hi tb« 
AbniglDBl Bardi of Britain," •■ Modsn Fnnce," two Tolumca rf Hbcd. 
lueaai PiKma, ud Bamiiton Lcctuna " On the IXtIih OctglD ol Fta- 
I^MCT.'- -nili gCDtlemui It DOW Rector of St. Mirtln'i In Uw Fiddi.— E] 

(Z) With thliiene the HdRoilsliullT ended. — E. 
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While Canning's colleagues hate him for hia wit, 
And old dame Portland (') fills the place of Pitt. 

Yet once agabi, a^u 1 ere this die sail 
Tliat wafts me hence is shivering in the gale ; 
And Afric's coast and Calpe's adverse height, 
And Stamboul's minarets must greet my sight ; 
Thence shalll stray through beauty's native dime, (2) 
Where Kaff (3j ig clad in rocks, and crown'd with 

snows sublime. 
But should I back return, no tempting press (*) 
Shall drag my journal from the desk's recess : 



L-H^ 


ndne bring uktri, i.h» hit <3i«e of POTimul wu 
? tq|4iel, '■ h. wppaed it ™ beau* he w« p. 

lut Men hH ilccp wu bedw Itia hii coll™gii»' 


Odirgit 


(a)MfflmtC«i™iii. 




Tfawfi»r 


lin«origln«1i««d,- 








CuT't unlucky luLt 

"Strugs In tnduid."— Oh, fl«, n 

hdlDgftiT ■feUow-toniiiir— but"twDaf atnae/'tlie;!*;, &c. 

t [From the minj Unn ho imdi. Sit John wm aOtd "The JiunUng Cw. " 
A wicked whhiTlng toToreli iMhed him lo apuWiHilion, cmtd " Mf Pocket 
Book ; or HlnU for i RTght Merrte miiI Conceited Tour." he brought mi 
Ktion oT duugn igunit the pubUihcr j but u the wmk cmt^nsd onlr 
whit tlie conn deemed li^llnute crtUcllin, the knight wu noniuitM. 
Edward Dubmi, E«i..tho lutlior oT thii pleuuit lalire, hu alu pubUibed 
•■ The Wrestfa," coniiitlng cf tnuulatloni from S^ipbo, Bh» and Hoichui, 
' « Old Nick," a uUrlcd ttorr, and in editioa of the De umu eron et 
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Let coxcombs, jirintiag as they come from far, 
Snatch hie own wreath of ridicule from CaiT;(') 
Let Aberdeen and Elgin (2) still pursue 
The shade of fame through regions of virti ; 
Waste useless thousands on their I%idian treaks. 
Misshapen moDuments and maim'd antiques; 
And make their grand saloons a general mart - 
For all the mutilated blocks of art: 
Of Dardan tours let dilettanti tell, 
I leave topography to rapid (') Gell ; (*) 



(l)[ln.l«terwri««.fr 


Dm Gibraltar to hli Mend Hodg«n, Lord Bjrm 




bo Carr .1 Seville and C.£U., «id, like Swift'. 


butKC, ban been down a 


a my knna to beg he would pot put me InUi 


blKk.Dd»hitf-E.] 




SlLonlElgmwomdMr 


pemude lu that aU the flgura. wWi and .rith- 




are Uh work rf Phldia. r " Credat Judeua !" 


13) TlM ori^nil ^Ibel 


waa " elaalf Lord Bjroa altered it In the 


arUi (dlUon, «id aMei th 




Md tTpognirtilKd King P 


liam'i dcamnioni in three dayal I called him 


"clwiCbefOielmttae 


Troad, but jince have learned better than lo 


Ucktobiiuniewbatdon 


IbeJongtoiL" — E 


(4) Hr. Oell'i Tepngnph; of Tror imd Itbui unnot Gdl lo enture tht 




Ukn Mr. GeU conyeyi to the mind of the render, u ftii the ibllitT 


iDd reiearch the ropectiye 


worm diiptay.-t-an™ aeidng the plain oT 


Troy, aj oglaMm, are .» 


ueohat changed at to the ihore not* GeBt 


aomy wai bailr and luperSclaL'-— B. [816.] 




Df Mr. (now fiir Willi™) Q 


eU^s wcrki (bt the Monthly Reriew. 8e«™t», 


™Lv1, p.S!9e. InhisDiarj 


of ISil there i. thU paoage : — " lo readbig. I 


haie jiilt chanced upon ai 


eipreiiion of Tom Campbeiri ; — ipeaking of 


Colling he »;• that ■ no 




ouHBUTt or hU ecloguei t 


ao about the authenticity of the tale of Troy/ 


'TU Wie— weito careabou 




■tood upon that pla)n,d»/v 


for owre than a month, in ISIO ; and if any thing 


dlDklDlihed my pleaiure. it 


»M that the blackguard Bryant had bnpugned 


iliyeniclty. It ti true, I read ' Homer TravMlled,' because Habhouie and 


gthen bored me with their 


learned looiitlM, »od IloTequliilDt Bull 


•till leneraled Uie grand original ai Che (rath at kUtory |ln the niaterial 
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And, quite content, no more shall interpoBe 
To stun Uie public ear — at least with proBc. {') 

Thus &r I've held my undisturb'd cu^er, 
Prepared for rancour, steel'd 'gainst seliiBh fear : 
Hiis thing of rhyme I ne'er disdain'd to own — 
Hiough not obtrusive) yet not quite unknown : 
My voice was heard again, though not so loud. 
My page, though nameless, never disavow'd ; 
And now at once I tear the veil away : — 
Cheer on die pack I the quarry stands at bay, 
Ungeared by all the din of Melbourne house, (2) 
By Lambe's resentment, or by Holland's spouse, ' 
By Jefirey's harmless pistol, Hallam's rage, 
f^ina's brawny sons and brimstone page. 
Our men in buckram shall have blows enough. 
And feel they too are " penetrable stuff: " 
And though I hope not hence unscathed to go. 
Who conquers me shall find a stubborn foe. 
The time hath been, when no harsh sound would &11 
From lips that now may seem imbued with gall ; (') 
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Nar fbols nor foUies tempt me to despise 
The meanest thing that crnnl'd beneath caj eyes : 
But now, BO callous grown, so changed since youth, 
I 've learn'd to think, and sternly speak the truth ; 
Leani'd to deride the critic's starch decree, 
And break him on the whed he meant for me ; 
To spurn the rod a scribbler bids me kiss, 
Nor' care if courts and crowds applaud or hiss: 
Kay more, Aough all my rival rhymesters frown, 
I too can hunt a poetaster down ; 
And, arm'd in proo^ the gmmtlet cast at once 
To Scotch marauder, and to southern dunce. 
Thus much I've dared; if my incondite lay 
Hatli wrong'd these righteous times, let others say : 
This, let the world, which knows not how to spare. 
Yet rarely blames unjustly, now declare. (') 



1) C" 1^ greater put or tfali lULre I mint ilnccrd; wljh hid narEt 
n wiiUea — nM OBl; on uconntof Uw InJuitleeormuchoftfaBoMcd, 
tumeof CtaepaKHinlpirt af It-— butthe tdDeiud tsDper veiuctau 1 
iiiiiti|ip»Te."— Stbox. Julfll,lSUi Dioiati, amvoj 
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POSTSCRIPT 

TO THE SECOND EDITION. 



1 BAVI been [nlbrmed, tince the prevent edldfl 
my avatj and weU-1»laved couriu, lite Edintj 
pulnff a Duet vehement crit^ue on my poDr, | 
vbom the; have alreAdjr to Iw-derUed witb their ungodly ilbBldt7 ; 

I luppoK I miul u; of Jeftttj u Sir Andrev AgueoheA lalcb, ■■ im 1 

fixighthtm" Whata^tylt lithst lihallbebeyoDdcfaeBoqihanulieRiie 
the next numhet hm powd the Tweed r But I ;n bi^e to light my jdpe 
wiOi It Id Pertii. 

Hr Dortbem ftiendi hare acciued me, with ]uil 
tovardj thdr great hterary aDthrnpophagiu, Jefftey ; 1 
be:daDFwltfa him add hit diity pack, who feed by " lying anA tlandeiing," 
and tiake thrir thlnt by " erll tpeaUng f " I have addu ce d ftcta already 
■ell known, and of Jeftty't mind I bave itaCed my free (fanlon, nor bat 
he thence tiutalned any injury i — what tcavengm «ai erer tolled by bebig 
pdlfd with mud r It may be uid that 1 quit Eugluid beouie I bare cen- 

back icain. and tbrir Tcngeance win keep hot till my letURL Thote who 
know me can taatify that my motive* fhr leaving EngUod are nry dlffbrflit 
ftmrn ftaii, lltenry or penonal : IhiiK who do not, may one day be con- 
vlnced. Since Che [lubllullon of thii thing, my name bat not been aon- 
ecalBl I I have been mcnly Id Lond«i, ready Co amwer 6a my trmifm. 
ria(u,aDd In daily expectation oT lundcy ctrteli ; bu(,a1u1 "the ngeot 
chlyaliy li over," or, Id the vulgar tongue, there ki no ^Mt now^a^dayi. 

Theie li a youth ycleped Hewion CUrke {tubsudl eiftilre), a dier of 
f^Dannd Coll^ and, I believe, a denlaeo i^ Berwick-upon-Tweed, whom 
Tiuch better company than he hat been 
a very tad dog. and fbr no 
rm thai I can dltcover, exivpC a pemnal .tpjarrel with a bear, kqit by 
at Cambrld^ to tit Rir a Mlmnhip, and whom the jealoiuy at hia 
ilty cDDtemprararlcB preventod from lucoeea, baa been abuilng rat, and. 
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WRITTEN IN 1809-1 a 
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WELL! THOU ART HAPPT. 

Well ! thou a^t happy, and I feel 
That I should thus be happy too ; 

For Btill my heart regards thy weal 
Warmly, as it was wont to do. 

Thy husband's blest — and 'twill impart 
Some pangs to view his happier lot : 

But let them pass — Oh ! how my heart 
Would hate him, if he loved thee not I 

When late I saw thy &vourite child, 

I thought my jealous heart would break ; 

But when the unconscious in&nt smiled, 
I kiss'd it for its mother's sake. 

I kiss'd it, — and repress'd my sighs 

Its &ther in its &ce to see ; 
But then it had its mother's eyes, 
. And they were all to love and me. 

Mary, adieu I I must away i 
White thou art blest 111 not repine ; 

But near thee I can never stay ; 
My heart would soon again be thine. 

(1) Tb<H llDH wtn printed ort^niUr In Mr. HobbouHl KtceOtaj. 
A ftv dsji befon lh«r wen wrlUm, tlw poet hid been Invited to din* 
■t Aonetler. On the InGint daughter of hii Air hoitcH being brought 
Into the nmn, he ttuted binliintullT. uid witli the utmoit difficulty 

I fbr lereril at Ibe roUowlng 
D 2 
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I deem'd that time, I deem'd that pride 
Had quench'd at lei^h my boyish flame ; 

Nor knew, tiU seated by thy aide. 

My heart in all, — save hope, — the same. 

Yet was I calm : I knew the time 

My breast would thriU before thy look ; 

But now to tremble were a crime — 
We met, — and not a nerve was shook. 

I saw thee gaze upon my &ce. 

Yet meet with no confiiaion there : 

One only feeling could'at thou trace ; 
The sullen calmness of despdr. 

Away ! away ! my early dream 
Remembrance never must awake ; 
. Oh ! where is Lethe's tabled stream ? 
My foolish heart be still, or break. 

November 2. 1608. | 



INSCRIPTION ON THE MONUMENT OF A 
NEWFOUNDLAND DOG. («) 

When some proud son of man returns to earth. 
Unknown to glory, but upheld by birth, 
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The sculptor's art exhausts the pomp of woe, 
And storied urns record who rests below ; 
When all is done, upon the tomb is seen, 
Kot w^t he was, but what he should have been : 
But the poor dog, in life the firmest friend. 
The first to welcome, foremost to defend, 
Whose honest heart is still his master's own. 
Who labours, fights, lives, breathes for him alone, 
Unhonour'd fells, unnoticed all his worth. 
Denied in heaven the soul he held on earth i 
While man, vain insect I hopes to be foi^iven, 
And claims himself a sole exclusive heaven. 
Oh man [ thou feeble tenant of an hour, 
Debased by slavery, or corrupt by power. 
Who knows thee well must quit thee with disgust, 
Degraded mass of animated dust! 
Thy love is lust, thy friendship all a cheat. 
Thy smiles hypocrisy, thy words deceit I 




Ii bul ■ luU Crlbule U tbe Memory of 
BOATSWAIN, » Dog. 

And rUcd tt NemUid Abber, Nor. IS. leOS.' 
Uiiu uinounnd the dath or hy bTDtirile to H 
I lidMulI — he expired in « aWiotmaaaet9,oa 
icb, let ret^ning (II the gentlCDCU of hli rutu: 
.ptlng to <to the leait injur; to unr ooe near bin 
ling except old MumT." B; the will irtilch : 
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By nature vile, ennobled but by name. 
Each kindred brute might bid thee blush for shame. 
Ye ! who perchance behold this simple umj 
Pass on — it horioura none you wish to mourn : 
To mark ft friend's remains these stones arise ; 
I never knew but one, — and here he lies. (■) 

Newstead Abbey, Norember 3a ISOS. 



TO A LADt, ON BEING ASKED Mt ftEASON 
FOR QUITTING ENGLANt) IN THE SPRING. 

When Man, expell'd from Eden's bowers, . 

A moment linger'd near the gate. 
Each scene recalL'd the vonish'd hours. 

And bade him curse his future &te. 

But, wandering on through distant dimes, 
He leamt to bear his load of grief; 

Just gave a sigh to other times. 
And found in busier scenes relief 

Thus, lady I (!) will it be with me, 
And I must view. thy charms do more ; 

For, while I linger near to thee, 
I sigh for all I knew before. 

(1) In Mr, HabhDUH'a Mbcellur, In which the c^iUph wu flnt pub. 
lldMd, the UH line rn tliut : — 

" I knew bnt «o« uudnnied— ind hen be Uh." 
ncrnder wlUttot filLtDDtMerre, that thti InictlpticiDlriH wiUMI at i 
titne wbED Ihe iwM-i euly Idling! with TBpect to tbe IsdT of Aubtabf 
JUd been punfuUf rpvivetL — K 

W IdtheflntcopT.-llnu.MMT!"— (MnMimerm). TbenadrfMll 
RnA ■ poTtrjdt of UiIb Ijid; in Finden*! UlutivtloQi of Lotil Bjtim't 
Woilv, ND.UL — R 
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In flight I shatt be niraly tIwi 
EscBpihg from temptatioo'a snare ; 

I cannot view jaj paradiae 
Without the wish of dwelling there. (') 

SecamberS. 1808. 



EEMIND ME NOT, KEMtND MB NOT. 

REMnm me not, teaand me not^ 
Of those belored, those vutiih'd hotm 
When «11 m^ soul wu given to thee ; 
Hours that mi^ nerer be fixgoti 
Till time unnerves our vital povert, 
And tbou and I afaall oeau to be. 

Can I fOTget— cantt thou forget, 
When playing with thy golden hair, 
How quick thy fluttering heart did move ? 



(1) In Mc. HaMimiM'i mtuma, the line itood,— " VnOout ■ wlita to 
cnMc tbne." The fbUowliig li ■■ ulnct ftom ea miiBbUilied lettei oT 
Lard BTnn, written In IgSS, wlj Ihneilafi prertoiu to U) iHTlng lUI; fiv 
Oneeei— " lDi>Ch«ninli«unn)reinoldstlmm;MU Sfaeraurlod 
■ mu of u indeol iu4 n^nMUi kmUf .but bar Miwrrlafe im Bst 1 h^i. 
piariHiaBuinDTainL HseaBdiiM,1i(nnTer,wuln'vrcwclidil«)tnitctaen 

jtm, riien an aeontgu oKni, I wu open the (jcdnt, wi(b tin cnumt, 
of W^ 'ler a Tlikt, whm mj lUter, wtaa bas alva^ had more InAueiwe 
mv me than anr one tiat, pviu^Bd ma net to da k. ^ For,'* anid ibe 
■■ 1/Tm g(^ T"ii wlU I.B ki 
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Oh I by my soul, I see tliee yet, 
With eyes so Unguid, breast so fair, 

And lips, thou^ silent, breathing love. ' 

When thus reclining on my breast. 
Those eyes threw back a glance so sweet. 
As half reproach'd yet reused desire, 
And still we near and nearer prest. 
And still our glowing lips would meet. 
As if in kisses to eiqiire. 

And then those pensive eyes would dose. 
And bid their lids each other seek, 
Veiling the azure orbs below ; 
While their long lashes' darken'd gloss 
Seem'd stealing o'er thy brilliant cheek. 
Like raven's plumage snooth'd on snow. 

I dreamt last night our love retum'd, 
And, sooth to say, that very dream 
Was sweeter in its phantasy 
Than if for other hearts I bum'd. 

For eyes that ne'er like thine could beam 
In rapture's wild reality. 

Then tell me not, remind me not. 

Of hours which, though for ever gone. 
Can still a pleasing dream restore. 
Till thou and I shall be fbigot. 
And senseless as the mouldering stone 
Which tells that we shall be no more. 
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THERE WAS A TIME, I NEED NOT NAME. 

There was a time, I need not name. 

Since it wilt ne'er forgotten be. 
When all our feelings were the same 

As still my soul hath been to thee. 

And from that hour when first thy tongue 
Confess'd a love which equall'd mine, 

lliough many a grief my heart hath wrung, 
Unknown and thus unfelt by thine. 

None, none hath sunk so dtfep as this — 
To think how all that love hath flown ; 

Transient as every feithless kiss, 
But transient in thy breast aloue. 

And yet my heart some solace knew. 
When late I heard thy lips declare. 

In accents once imagined true, 
Remembrance of the days that were. 

Yes I my adored, yet most unkind 1 
Though thou wilt never love again, 

To me 'tis doubly sweet to find 
Remembrance of that love remain. 

Yes I 'tis a glorious thought to me. 

Nor longer shall my soul r^iine, 
Whate'er thou art or e'er shalt be. 

Thou hast been dearly, solely mine. 
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AND WILT THOU WEEP WHEN I AM LOW? 

Amd wilt thou weep when I am low ? 

Sweet lady I ipeak thoie words again : 
Yet if they gtieVe thee, say not bo — 

I would not give tliat boaom pain. 

My heart ia sad, my ht^es are gone, 

My blood rung coldly throu^ my breMt ; 

And when I periab, thou alone 
Wilt sigh above my place of rest. 

And yet, methinks, a gleam of peace 
Doth through my cloud of angui§h Bhine; 

And for awhile my aanoWB cease, 
To know thy heart hath felt for mine. 

Oh lady I blessed be that tear — 
It &lts from one who cannot weep : 

Such predons dropi are doubly dear 
To those whose eyea no tear may steep. 

Sweet lady I once my heart wa< warm 

With every feeling soft as thine ; 
But beauty's self hath ceased to charm 

A wretch created to repine. 

Yet wilt thou weep when I am low ? 
Sweet lady I ipeak those words again ; 
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Yet if they grieve thee, say not so -^ 
I would not give thst bosom pain. (■) 



(1) The mductiidT wblch wu naw giiabig tut UTon tbr ;iiuii| poM^ 
nlDd wu ■ »ur« or much uneuinai to hii frlendi. II vu it lUt 
n uddiswd le hiiB bj Hr. 



Him. I genvoiu f oucta, wbom gloiy'i ucrad tuna 
iBI^ra, WHi iDlmatntodeediofhsiCi 
Wbo tea Uie nobis wlib before tou die 
To ndfe the flngei of eub pauer-by : 
Hull T may ■ HiCure iige admLrlng vlev 
A FjiIUuhI, or ■ CUrcDdoD Id f ou. 

But ju y«ir blood wltli duigeroiu paulon bcdli, 
Bvmn T ud d? fttaa Venut* BUken toLla ; 
Ah 1 let Ute bead prolcct the weaker beart, 
And WladDml Xgii turn on Beaut;'! dart. 



BMifo.ai-aul.tei'rTi 


lard null 


«p»lt, 


And you and Newitiad iflult not « 


Jitanhelf, 


loas not yonr p»ln», and KC 


mrthec 


ountry raio 


To and a tceuure that can i 


le'er be : 


rbundl 


Mol take ttaefimt the to«n. 




aifcnli, 


Tiick-donttDrtciekamaikc 


trdrlbe 


ilotdl; 


Bt chuee pnbapi jaat lDiAI«r ellol 


ceUatftU 


tinone,UioiigbwlctM,iM>t 


the woht <rfan : 


one Uiouth pohiqw H mt TttHKil nee. 


Yet aoaice a copy, CliHlKI, of thee: 




Hot «tj iiglj, anil not very 


old. 


1 


A Uttle-pert Indeed, but cot 


aarold; 




One that, in ihott, maj belp 




■ M 


ITot bither much from coml 


■ortlhan 


frotnitrife 




yourfan. 


Slldll<.»»».).,,.Cbry» 


irdesUi.ingy.an. 


But, aa, your early joulhi 


ton. til. 


leaDowi, 
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FILL THE GOBLET AGAIN. 

Pill the goblet i^ain 1 for I never before 

Felt the glow which now gladdens my heart to its core ; 

Let us drink 1 — who would not? — since, through 

life's varied round, 
In the goblet alone no deception is found. 



Puuel nor u loon tJ» Tuiout blLu fbrego 
Hut riDgle Hull, Bbd Auch ilaue, cu koow i 
Ab t wbT too »rl; cueloi lUto n^gn, 
TnirinomlDg ilunUwr, and your evening wine; 
Tout loved companion, mid liU euy tilk ; 
YoDT UiB^ Invoked In everr poicenii wnlll. 
^^■t 1 can DO mote joxu scenet piitenuiL pleue^ 

The pnepect Istgthea'd o'er the ditUoC down* 

Wtiit I ihill your Newitead, ibiJl jaai eloliter'd bo> 
Hie bEgh o^er.biDglDg ucb u 



But ehugeful vanun'i chuging vhinu Bbejt 
Who may, perh^iip u Turing humour ullj, 
Cvatriict your dcditen jind o'erthroir your nUi : 
Lvt Ttq4on loo« r»r kU the udenc ground, 
Cfawigfl round to iquue, «ad iquue coavtst to round j 
Boot up the elmi^ uid jem' too eoleDm ^oom. 
And fin vltb ihrutiberteegi^uid green thdiroomi 
BoU down the temca to a gaj parterre, 
Wbere gntei'd vilki and towen iltenute glue; 
And quite trunfonn. In ev^ point complete 
your gothlc eblx; lo ■ country lent. 

Forget the rur one, end your lUe AdMj i 
If not uen, U teut defer the day 
When yon beneath the IBule ycJu ihall bend. 
And loie your wit, your temper, and yrmr/HeMd.* 

Trin. CotL CuBb. ISOS. 
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I have tried in its turn all that life can supply ; 
I have.baBk'd in the beam of a dark rolling eye ; 
I have loved! — who haanotp — but what heart can 

declare 
That pleasure existed while passion was there ? 

In the days of my youth, when the heart's in its 

r take wing, 
I had friends ! — who has not? —but what tongue 

will avow, 
That friends, rosy wine I are so faithful as thou ? 

The heart of a mistress some boy may estrange, 
Friendship shifts with the sunbeam — thou never 

canst change : 
Thou grow'sl old — who does not? — but on earth 

what appears, 
Whose virtues, like thine, still increase with its years ? 

Yet if blest to the utmost that love can bestow, 

Should a rival bow down to our idol below. 

We are jealous I — who's not?— thou hast no such 

alloy; 
For the more that enjoy thee, the more we enjoy. 

Then the season of youth and its vanities past. 

For refuge we fly to the goblet at last ; 

There we find — do we not ? — in the flow of the 

soul, 
That truth, as of yore, is confined to the bowl. 
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When the bw of Panders was open'4 on earth. 
And Misery's trjuinph commenced over Mirthi 
Hope WM 1^ ■— was she not ? — but the goblet we 

And care ntot for HUtpe, who fxe certain of blisB. 

Jjoog life to the grille I for when eumnier is £owd, 

The age of our nectar shall gladden our own : 

We must die — who shall not? — May our sins be 

foT^veft, 
And Hebe shall never be idle in heaven. 



STANZAS TO A LADY(i), ON LEAVING 
ENGLAND. 

'Tis done — and shivering in the gale 
The bark unfitfls her snowy sail ; 
And whistling o'er the bending mast, 
Lioud sings nn big^ the firesh'ning blast ; 
And I must from this land be gonei 
jBecAUse J cannot Love but one. 

But could I be what I have been, 
And could I see what I have seen — 
CtBvM i repose upon the breast 
Whidi onoe my warmest wishes blest — 
i ihould not seek another zone 
Because I cannot love but one. 

(1) HnMiuten. ' 
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Tis long nnce I bebdd tiiat eye 
Which gave me Uisa or misery ; 
And I have striven, but in \sia, 
Never to think of it again: 
For thoi^h I fly from Albion, 
I still can only love but one. 

As some lone bird, without a matOi 
My weary heart is dexdate : 
I look around, and cannot trace 
One fi-jendly smile or welcome face. 
And ev'n in crowds am still aiaat. 
Because I cannot love but one. 

And I will cross the whitening foom. 
And I will seek a foreign heme ; 
Till I fMget a false fair face, 
I ne'er ahall find a reating-pbce ; 
My own dark thoufchts I ctmnttt fibtio. 
But ever love, and love but (ote. 

The powest, veriest wretdt on earth 
Still finds some hospit^le hearth. 
Where friendship's or love's softer glow 
May smile in ji^ or soothe in woe.; 
But friend or leniaii I have none, 
Because I oiuuiot love but ane. 

I go — but whereso'er I flee, 
There's mot an eye will weep for me; 
There 's not a kind congenial heart. 
Where I can claim the meanest part ; 
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Nor thou, who hast my hopes luidone, 
Wilt sigh, although I lore but one. 

To think of every early scene, 

Of what we are, and what we 've been, 

Would whelm some softer hearts with woe — 

But mine, alas I has stood the blow ; 

Yet still beats on as it begun, 

And nerer truly loves but one. 

And who th&t dear loved one may be 
Is not for vulgar eyes to see. 
And why that early love was crost. 
Thou know'st the best, I feel the most ; 
But few that dwell beneath the sun 
Have loved so long, and loved but one. 

I 've tried another's fetters too, 
With charms perchance as fair to view ; 
And I would fain have loved as well. 
But some unconquerable spell 
Forbade my bleeding breast to own 
A kindred care for aught but one. 

"Twmild soothe to take one lingering view. 
And bless thee in my last adieu ; 
Yet wish I not those eyes to weep 
For him that wanders o'er the deep ; 
His home, his hope, his youth are gone. 
Yet still he loves, and loves but one.(') 

1809. 
r1 Hpr </ Hr, MoUkmh^ 
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Huzza I Hodgson/we are going. 

Our embargo 's off at last ; 
Favourable breezes blowing 

Bend the canvase o'er die mast. 
From aloft the signal 's streaming, 
Hark I the farewell gun ia fired ; 
Women screeching, tars blaspheming, 
Tel) us that our time 's exi»red. 
Here's a rascal 
Come to task all, 
Prjing from the Custom-house ; 
TrunlcB unpacking. 
Cases cracking. 
Not a comer fi)r a mouse 
'Sci^>es unsearch'd amid the racket. 
Ere we sail on board the Packet. 

Now our boatmen quit their mooring. 
And all hands must ply the oar ; 

Baggage from the quay is lowering. 
We're impatient — push from shore; 

« Have a care I that case holds liquor- 
Stop the boat— I'm sick — oh Lord!" 

" Sick, ma'am, damme, you'll be wcker 
Ere youVe been an hour on board." 
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Thus are screaming 
Men and women, 
Gemmen, ladies, servants. Jacks ; 
Here entangling, 
All are wrangling. 
Stuck t(^ther close as wax. — 
Such the general noise and racket. 
Ere we reach the Lisbon Pacliet. 

Now we've reach'd her, lo I the captain. 

Gallant Kidd, commands the crew ; 
Passengers their births are clapt in, 
Some to grumble, some to spew. 
<■ Hey day I call you that a cabin ? 
■ Why 'tis hardly three feet square; 
Not enou^ to stow Queen Mab in — 
Who the deuce can harbour there?" 
"Who, sir? plenty — 
Nobles twenty 
Did at once my vessel fill." — 
" Did they? Jesus, 
How you squeeze us ! 
Would to God they did so still : 
Then I'd acsipe the heat and racket 
Of the good ship, Lisbon Packet." 

Hetcherl Murray ! Bob I (') where are youP 

Stretch'd along the deck like logs- 
Bear a hand, you jolly tar, you I 
Here's a rope's end for the dogs. 
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Hobhouse muttering fearful curses, 
As the hatchway down he rolls, 
Now his breakfast, now hie verses, 
Vomits forth — and damns our souls. 
"Here's a stanza 
On Braganza — 
Help I" — "A couplet?" — "No, a cup 
Of warm water — " 
"What's the matter?" 
** Zounds I my liver's coming up ; 
I shall not survive the racket 
Of this brutal Lisbon Packet." 

Now at leng^ we're off for Turkey, 

Lord knows when we shall come back 1 
Breezes foul and tempests muiky 

May unship us in a crack. 
But, since life at most a jest is. 

As philosophers allow. 
Still to laugh by &r the best is, 
Then laugh on — as I do now. 
Laugh at all things, 
Great and small tilings, 
Sick or well, at sea or shore ; 
While we're quaffing, 
Liet's have laughing-^ 
Who the devil cares for more? — 
Some good wine I and who would lack it, 
Ev'n on board the Lisbon Packet ?(") 

Falmouth Roadi, June SO. 1809. 
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As o'er the cold sepulchral stone 
Some name arrests the passer-by ; 

Thus, when thou view'st this page alone, 
May mine attract thy pensive eye I 

And when by thee that name is read, 
Perchance in some succeeding year. 

Reflect on me as on the dead, 

And think my heart is bm-ied here. 

T 14. 1S09. 



TO FLORENCE. (") 

Oh Lady 1 when I left the shore, 
The distant shore which gave tne birth, 

I hardly thought to grieve once more, 
To quit another spot on eartii ; 



pleuuTC 1 am hke Adun, the flitt convict toitcnced to tnm^iortatiob ; 
but 1 haTe DO Eve. and btve ctt«n na ^ptebHt wlutTUHur uaanbf 
ud tfiui endi my flnt chof^uit^*' — E. 

dEntorm of Zltia mmd in CtaUdft UATOId, Li thiu mntiDiu 

lady, wbom you hiTe Ambtkai baud of. Ua. Bfoiaa 
Hupe ttae Muquu do Salio pufaliibed ■ nimdre a fei 
bat rinoe beeo ■hlpwrecked i and ha lift hai been Ih 



3,Coo^le 



OCCASIONAL PIECES. 309 

Yet here, amidst this barren isle, 

Where panting Nature droops the head, 

Where only thou art seen to smik, 
I view my parting hour with dread. 

Though &r from Albin's craggy shore, 
Divided by the dark-blue main ; 

A few, brief, rolling seasons o'er. 
Perchance I view her cli(& again : 

But wheresoe'er I now may roam, 
Through scorching clime, and varied eea, 

Though Time restore me to my home, 
I ne'er shall bend mine eyes on thee : 

On thee, in whom at once conspire 

AU charms which heedless hearts can move. 

Whom but to see ia to admire, 

And, oh ! forgive the word — to loVe. 

Forgive the word, in one who ne'er 
With such a word can more offend ; 

And since thy heart I cannot share, 
Believe me, what I am, thy friend. 

»lit**t Imprdiiililfc Sbt WH born it CoDiUnllDople, where ha fUblr, 

a bean impeached In pcdnt of chenkcter ; exdCed the Tebgeuice of 

'B, by UkLng A part In Hme cor^racy ^ tereril tlmee rljked ber 

t QTe and twenlr- She Li beie oa her way to Englaod Ic 

I htAag obliged to Leate Ttlette, where ibe wu paying a 
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And who bo cold as look on thee, 
Thou lovely wand'rer, and be less ? 

Nor be, what man should ever be. 
The &iend of Beauty in distress ? 

Ah I who would think that form had past 
Through Danger's most destructive path, 

Had braved the death-wing'd tempest's blast, 
And 'scaped a tyrant's fiercer wrath ? 

Lady I when I shall view the walls 
Where free Byzantium once arose ; 

And Stamboul's Oriental halls 

The Turkish tyrants now enclose ; 

Though mightiest in the lists of fame. 

That glorious city still shall be ; 
On me 'twiU hold a dearer cl^m. 

As spot of thy nativity: 

And though I bid thee now farewell. 
When I behold that wond'rous scene. 

Since where thou art I may not dwell, 
'Twill soothe to be, where thou hast been. 

September, 1809. 
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Chill and mirk is the nightly blast, 

Where Pindua' mouDtaiuB rise, 
And angry clouds are pouring fast 

The vengeance of the skies. 

Our guides are gone, our hope is lost, 

And lightnings, as they play. 
But show where rocks our path have crost, 

Or gild the Urrent's spray. 

Is yon a cot I saw, though low P 
When lightning hroke the gloom — 

How welcome were its shade I — ah, no I 
'Tia but a Turkish tomb. 

Through sounds of foaming waterfalls, 

I hear a voice exclaim — 
My way-worn countryman, who calls 

On distant England's name. 

1) TliiJ Utund«Ac«iD ocGurml duriiv the nlfht of the ilth October 
e, vhen LoBi Brmn^B guida hwl l«l the roAd to Zltu, ncAT Che range 
mfiuutalru tatmetly ceiled I^ndtu, in AlfdnlL" Mr. HnbhouM, who 



fetber tiatlBc, and volthr at the Grecian Jore. H; Friend, with OK 

now l«anit ttom liiTD Eliat Ibey had Jof C tlieir iraj, and that, after wjuiderLof 
up and down in total ipiaranCE af thtir poaiUofii th&j had itOF^ed at lail 
near KEDe Turkiih IiHibilonei and a larrent, vhJcb ther aw b; ttie fluha 
of lightning. They had t>»n thiu pvpnced ibr nine houo. It wat Ions 
beAn n BHCd Co talk of the thunilcT-nann In thepUlnof Zltia."_Ei 

X 4- 
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A shot is fired — by foe or friend ? 

Another — 'tU to tell 
The mountain-peasants to deacend, 
And lead us where they dwelt 

Oh I who in such a night will dare 

To tempt the wilderness ? 
And who 'mid thunder peals can hear 

Our signal of distress ? 

And who that heard our shouts would rise 

To try the dubious road? 
Nor rather deem from nightly cries 

That outlaws were abroad. 

Clouds burst, skiea flash, oh, dreadful hour E 
More fiercely pours the storm I 

Yet here one thought has still the power 
To keep my bosom warm. 

While waod'ring through each broken path, 

O'er brake and craggy brow ; 
While elements exhaust their wrath, 

Sweet Florence, where art thou ? 

Kot on the sea, not on the sea, 
Thy bark hath long been gone ; 

Ob, m^ the storm that pours on me, 
Bow down my head al(H]e ! 

Full swiftly blew the swift Siroc, 
When last I press'd thy lip ; 
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And long ere now, with foaming shock, 
Impell'd thy gallant ship. 

Now thou art safe ; nay, long ere now 
Hast trod the ^ore of Spain ; 

'Twere hard if aught so fair as thoa 
Should linger on the main. 

And since I now remember thee 

In darknesB and in dread, 
As in those hours of revelry 

Which mirth and music sped ; 

Do'thou, amid the &ir white walls, 

If Cadiz yet be free, 
At times from out her latticed halls 

Look o'er the dark blue sea ; 

Then think upon Calypso's isles, 
Endear'd 1^ days gone by; 

To others give a tiiousand smiles. 
To me a single sigh. (') 

And when the admiring circle mark 

The paleness of thy &ce, 
A balf-form'd tear, a transient spark 

Of melancholy grace, 

Agam thou 'It smile, and blushing shnn 
Some coxcomb's raillery ; 
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Nor own fbr once thou thought'at of ODe, 
Who ever thinks on thee. 

Though Bmile and sigh alike are vain, 
When sever'd hearts repine, 

My spirit flies o'er mount and main, 
And mourns in sean^ of thine. 



Througr cloudless skies, in silvery sheen, 
Full beams the moon on Actium's coast : 

And on these waves, fbr Egypt's queen. 
The ancient world was won and lost. 

And now upon the scene I look, 
The azure ^ave of many a Roman ; 

Where stem Ambition once fbrsook 
His wavering crown to follow woman. 

Florence I whom I will love as well 

As ever yet was s^d or sung, 
(Since Orpheus sang his spouse from hell) 

Whilst thou art &ir and I am young ; 

Sweet Florence ! those were pleasant times. 
When worlds were staked for ladies' eyes : 

Had bards as many realms as rhymes. 
Thy charms might raise new Antonies. 
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Though Fate forbids such things to be, 
Yet, by thine eyes and ringlets curi'd I 

I cannot lose a world for thee. 

But would not lose thee for a world. 



THE SPELL IS BROKE. THE CHARM IS 

FLOWN! 

WRimH xr ATHtHS, jandaut 16. laiO. 

The spell is broke, the charm is flown I 

Thua is it with life's fitful fever : 
We madly smile when we should groan ; 

Delirium is our best deceiver. 

Each Idcid interval of thought 

ttecalls the woes of Nature's charter, 

And he that acts as wise men ought, 
But lives, as saints have died, a martyr. 



WRITTEN AFTER SWIMMING FROM SE8T0S 
TO ABTDOS. (1) 

If, in the month of dark December, 
Leander, who was nightly wont 

(What maid will not the tale remember?) 
To croBH thy stream, broad Hellespont I 
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If, when the wintry tempeet roar'd. 
He sped to ^ero, aothing loth, 

And thus of old thy current pour'd, 
Fair Venus ! how I pity both 1 

For me, d^^nerate modem wretch. 
Though in the genial month of May, 

My dripping limbs I feintly Btretch, 
And think I 've done a feat to-day. 

But since he cross'd the rapid tide. 
According to the doubtful story, 

To woo, — and — Lord knows what beside, 
And swam for Love, as I for Glory ; 



b; tlifl bj, fraa AbydOi to SuUw would b^ve been mure imlTBCt 
wbolf dUtuKe, from the pteH whence wp iCutcd to dot luidLnf oj 
crUieriMe, Including Ibc lengtb we wsn cuited br the cnmnt, wii 
pnMd by tbo« on boai^ the Mgate >l upwudi of fbur EngUth m 
though the ictud breadth \i barely one. Tbe i^iidlty oT the cam 
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'Twere hard to say who ftred the best : 

Sad mortals! thus the Gods still plague you ! 

He lost his labour, I my jest : 

For he was drown' d, and I 've the ague, (i) 
May 9, 18la 



MAID OF ATHENS, ERE WE PART. 
Ziiq laS, ait irforS. 

Mais of Athens, (*) ere we part, 
Give, oh, give me bade my heart I 
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Or, since that has left my breast, 
Keep it notr, and take the rest I 
Hear my vow before I go, 

Ziij fun, aat AyaiB-C) 

By those tresses unconfined, 
Woo'd by each £gean wind; 
By those lids whose jetty fringe 
KisB thy soft cheeks' blooming tinge ; 
By those wild eyes like the roe, 

7.An imZ, tA( Aya/wS- 
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By that lip I long to taste ; 

By that zone-encircled weist ; 

By all the token-fioirerg(i) that tell 

What words can never speak so well ; 

By love's alternate joy and woe, 

Ziri fut, atif iymS. 

Maid of Athens I I am gone : 
Think of me, sireet I when alone. 
Though I fly to Istambol, (s) 
Athens holds my heart and soul : 
Can I cease to love thee? No I 

Zbi] fitu, aai &ymiS. 
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